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Dear readers, 


Sometime or the other, during 
cour young, green lives, we have 
dreams of making it big as dancers, musicians, singers, or actore(now 
we call them ‘stars’ 
Thad a dream too, and to fulfill it, 1 had a dance-teacher come 
home to Leach me Bharathanotyam 
The classes started out like any other — I was taught the muchas 
and the geatures, and their meanings. "Then came 
the simple steps - the dha-thai-thaidtha, 
Months later, much to my thrill, { hacl actually 
begun a dance varenam | was over the 
moon, 
“Stop!” the irritated voice of the dance 
teacher made me effecl an ungainly and 
undancetike jump. 
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puofth! => 








tet 
oF! Tuat 
Sore tes! 


“What. do you think you are doing?” he 
WAN asked, his fice dark with annoyance, “Are 
mies env you roling pumpkins?” 
Sh “Pumpkins?” I asked, quite puzzled by 
ry the reference, “I don't see any pumpkins,” 
He got up and danced the atep and 
the gesture | had just completed. 
° That's how you have to do it” 
he told me, “The way you did it, 
it looked like you were rolling pumpkins.” 
My cheeks flushed red with enbarrassnent. 
Pumpkins indeed! 
‘To tell the truth, 1 vas quite stung ‘The word pumpkins kept 
echoing in ny ears long after the teacher had lel. 
I repeated the dance-geature before the nirror — and I began to 
fough. It did look as if was rolling a pumpkin 
Some months later, | came to the conclusion Uhat dance was not 
for me. 8 what, was Ito become, if not a great dancer? A great 
musician maybe? 1 pondered over thal. 
1 picture floated through my nind — me, with ay eyes closed, 
playing the most goulfil ines on a violin. viol 
“Momma,” | told my mother, " | want Lo join some violin class.” a8 my 
nother groaned. 
And that’s quite another story. 


love, 


ov 


Editor, 





Wirat is more common than 
the good old neem tree in 
backyards, or by the roads 
No other tee has perhaps be 
50 good to us as the neem. 

It has been grandma's 
medical shop for centuries in 
‘our country. In Sanskrit, itis 
called the Sarva Raga N 
or the cure forall ailments 


‘How often have we seen people chewing 
fon neem twigs by the roadside on early 
mornings! The leaves and bark can cure 
infections and ailments, Neem seeds make very 
good natural pesticides, And the world has 
woken up to the fact that a natural pesticide 
can be less harmful than a chemical one. A. 


Grace and Go recently ties! 
process of turning neem 
ide and preserving them. 
Many activist groups in India have protested 
for they think that itis silly to patent nature 
especially neem. 
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LET ren Box 


Dear Editor, 
© In the October issue, Nateshan 
Bhumika said that he is afraid of 
‘ghosts. My suggestion is that he keeps 
telling himself, “Lam brave, I am not 
afraid of ghosts.” 
‘The problem begins when you 
believe that there are ghosts, 
Roopa E. Pattanad, Std X, 
Dharwad, Karnataka, 





Dear Editor, 
12 I would like to assure Nateshan 
Bhumika that there are no ghosts in 

















this world 
Shilpa D., aged 11, A.E.C.S. - 2, 
Bombay - 88, and Hari Giridhar, 
Std. VI, Bombay. 


Dear Editor, 
(21 found Gokulam interesting in the 
beginning. I find it very boring 
nowdays as there are very few stories, 
Chitra Anantharaman, aged 11, 
SIWS HLS, Bombay. 


Dear Editor, 
©! Can we send science fiction stories 
to you? 
Siddesh Salelkar, aged 13, 
Goa - 403 718. 
You can, Siddesh. Ed. 


Dear Editor, 
When we send you a story, 
should we draw the pictures too? 
M.K, Chaitanya, Std X, 
Guntur - 522 007. 
You need not, Chaitanya, But 
ifyou draw well, you can try. Ed. 





Do mytoiogcal stones make vs sypusti 


RECIPE 
PAV DELIGHT 









Dear Editor, 
© I like all the articles in Gokulam, 
except for the silly jokes. 

S.Mekala, Madras -99. | 


Dear Editor, 
© Can we send two different articles, 
in one envelope? 
Preetha B., aged 13, 
Rosary M.HLS.S., Madras. 
You can, Preetha. Ed. 


Dear Editor 

2 My Poem title “Time Pass’ was 
published in the September issue as 

8, Kavitha. My name is S. Kartik 
S. Kartik, 
Bombay 400 098. 
Ooops! That was a genuine error, V 
Kartik. Sorry!. Bd. 1 





You need : 
Pay bread or buns 
2 potatoes 





Dear Editor, 








5 Metal from Stone published in the | 3) "Sp toads of peas 1 
November issue was very interesting | 5-7 beans 1 
and informative. Ihad a copy of that 1 Cabbage 1 
issue pinned up on the class notice | Coriander leaves 1 
board, so that my classmates could | Oil ! 
read it too. 1 Cumin seeds 1 
G. Praveena, aged 16, | Green chillies 1 
Madras. | Salt to taste H 
1 Butter I 

Dear Editor, 1 Tomatoes 





4 This is with reference to all those | How to make ee aon 
myths which tell us stories about some J, Cit the pav into two pieces. Apply 
god or the other, T think such stories J butter on each picce and ronst i but 


ase moot 
abe shed a Gouda, tn ar see, Oa he vrai 


a Oey. unre io areas ‘the {ecaeenieeoocome 
Sepersthitios bali of child, [euvand pet'ermin saeta and greet 
India ie a land of culture and f chiliesinfc Add the mashed vegetable, 
tradition, But if we say that myths J salt to taste and stir well. Layer this 
trea partof tradition, an they make J mature on one sid of pav and garish 
people superstitious, they should not § with chopped coriander leaves and sliced 











be told tomatoes Sandwich with te other slice # 
. ‘ of pav bread. Serve it with chutney. 
What do you think’ 1 = Pooja. S. Prasad, aged 12, 1 


Manasee Mahajan, aged 13, | Mount Carmel Convent H.8., 1 
Kolhapur 416 001. 





cOVED STORY 





























the 
years.Ordinary 
people dance at parties 


and discos to en. 





joy themselves 
How did ‘this 


Sooial Dancing 


OPE mn the West 
4 today, and 
ce 


ingly in our cow 


ind of social 








Catherine de Medici 


of France took her in- 










try too, the 


meaning o tere 
a. 4 f= g had already en: 







in dancé to court 





dance has 

cltangiad ovr d the ballrooms of the 
vich and the noble in aly 

then. Catherine de Me 


janised balls and ballets in 







inwhich the noblemen, and eve 
viicipated. In 1661, Lowis XIV 
he first Royal Academy of Dance, 


ood dancing, 









cing down to the common people who 
had their own folle dances, they had 


their own balls too. Dancing parties 


and step 


became popular all 


‘ope 
By the 16th and 
Muries, ball 
aneing had 

too. The 


pavan, the 


shocked many 
then, because the 
1 to hold hi 


with one 








America made her own contribution to 


Beauly and the 


the dance scene, There was the fete 





Avgentienian fango, the Br 
the Texas Tomn 
jitterbu 


ian maxixe, Today, ballet has be- 


on, people come mor 






1 in keeping 
d music. With with the times, J has b 


‘and pop music; the mo. 








nised and mixed 





hwist and # 





ped, The disco with several dance f 








dance form fi ny musical 


The word disco comes from the word shows, movies and 












discotheque, which is a small nightclub, television. 
where people dance fo + i 

Indian 

The Ballet Daweas 


he word ballet comes from the J 





wowed I vas 


alle, which means dance. This 
dlance form te very old) and requires great San 









precision in movements. A ballet canc 





with its varied 





training to become a ¢ 








gional culture 
dancer. One of the legends in this field Th 


the slow and 








Anna Pav 








eful Manipuri from 
me of the 


ole in 













Maniputy the Odissi from 
the well-known 
Bhavathanatyam and 
Kuchupudi from the 

Soutly the Kathakalt 
Seles 
the Kathak 
from the 
NowhncPhead 


seems like 






quite on ane 

list, if you 
include all the 
various tribal 


dances from all 











The cassie 
ballet 









Daneing 
ein the 


ighties, when ev 





wanted to become a 
dancer, and founel thy 
e. Thes, 


athanatyam 


way to the 












spilled over | 
Today, it has 
J somewhat, possi- 


bly due to the changing 





attitudes of the your 





sters, who prefer te disco 
41 
Many creati 


ers have deviated from 



















© inthe w 


dances. 
These have be 
come quite popular of late. 


Tria has its shave of folle dances 


and mo 


y nthe Libs 
¢ forming 

New York, collection of bi 
and information on dance, tis the Dance 
Collection of the New York Pablie Library, 
ieved to be the la 


iy and Mas 











the Line 









and it 





st of its kine 
wld. ot contains clippings, photo 
graphs, filmed recordings, dance scripts, 





- Ff has been @ long dance indeed from 
he time man stepped and swayed to 


thmwn of sticks and stone in the ages 





SANDHYA SRIDHAR 






Banos 


mother once 
PH sa him talk- 
{ ing to the 
plants in the 
garden. 
‘What are you 
doing?” she asked him, amused. 
“Lam talking to the plants, 
ma,” he replied, “I learnt in 
science class, that they respond to. 
love and affection. It makes them 
grow better. They love music too. 


















/After all, aren't they living things 
like you and me?” 

His mother smiled. 

‘Your breakfast is ready,” she 
said, “Hurry up, and eat it, or 
you'll be late to school.” 

Babloo quickly had his 
breakfast, and started for 
school 





Babloo lived in a village. . 





! 
He had to pass through the edge 
of a huge forest, to reach school. 
He loved his daily walks through 
the forest — for he saw all kinds 
of animals, insects, birds, and 
other interesting creatures. 


























That morning, as he walked } 
to school, it seemed to him, that 
the forest was unusually silent 
And then he heard it. 

Chop-chop-chop.. 

‘Then the swish and swash of a 
branch crashing and falling to the 


ground. Babloo 
was horrified. He 
ran in the direction 
of the sound. 





The village bully Siddhu, 
with his two companions 
Vijay and Babu, were busy 
sitting on a tree and 
cutting up its branches for 
firewood. There was a look 
of glee on their faces. 
“Aaah!” they shouted 
with pleasure, each time 
their sickles hit the 































“How dare you do that?” Babloo 
cried in anger, “Stop it!” 

“Get lost!” cried Babu, “What 
is it to you?” 

“They are not living creatures, 
are they?” laughed Siddhu 

“They are living creatures” 
shouted Babloo, “What harm has 
the tree done you?” 

But the three vandals were too 
busy cutting off branch after 
anch, to listen to Babloo’s calls. 








So Badloo caught hold of the 
slender trunk of the tree, and 
began to shake it a with all his 
might. 

‘The three bullies got a shock. 

“Stop it, Babloo,” they pleaded 

“Stop cutting that tree,” Babloo 
said. 





wy,” they agreed, and slid 
down the tree one by one, 

Suddenly, Siddhu caught hold 
of Babloo, and cried, “Get the 
rope.” 

Vijay ran, and got some rope, 
from a pile beside the tree, The 
three tied Babloo to the tree and 
stuffed a big handkechief into his 
mouth, 

‘Then Siddhu laughed evill 
“Now spend the day with you 
beloved tree,” 

Laughing heartily, the trio 
left him, and went away. 


| Ls was night, Babloo's 
mother was worried, Where 
was he? His father was home, 


and was worried too. With the 


















help of some friends 
and neighbours, they 
began to search the 
forest for him. 

“Babloo, Babloo!” they 
called, Babloo heard their 
calls, but could not reply. He 
could see flashes of torch- 

ight all over the place. But 
somehow, the searchers 
missed him. 

‘Tears welled up in his eyes. He 
was tired, and hungry and thirsty. 
His mouth felt dry and parched. 

Suddenly, in the light of the 
resent moon, he saw something 
moving in the bushes nearby. 
‘There was a rustle, and out came 
a cobra. When it saw Babloo, it 
stopped, curled defensively, and 
raised its hood. 

Then something strange 
happened. The tree seemed 
to sway deeply to 
ds the snake. The 
snake quietly 
























wv 


uncurled itself and slithered 
away. 

Babloo, weary with shock, 
fainted. 


To first strains of sunlight 
filtered in through the tops of the 
trees. Babloo’s parents had not 
given up the search for their son. 
‘At last, they found him tied to the 
tree. They carried him to the 
village doctor. 

“He's fine,” said the doctor, 
“He's had a shock, so let him rest. 
He'll be okay in a couple of days.” 

Babloo was taken home. He 
told his parents of his adventure. 
The news spread like wildfire 
around the village. 

Everybody wanted to see 
Babloo and came to visit him. 
Among the visitors, were three 
sorry-looking young men covered 
with stings and bruises. 


They were, ofcourse, Siddhu, 
Babu and Vijay. They hung their 


heads in shame, as they: 
apologised for what they had done 
to Babloo. 

“After we tied you up,” said 
Siddhu, “We went to another part 
of the forest to cut a tree. We cut 
so many branches... many birds’ 
nests fell down, with chicks in 
them..And in our enthusiasm, we 
did not see another kind of nest 
—a beehive. As we lopped the 
branch off, the bees swarmed 
around us, stinging us painfully. 
We half fell, half climbed down 
the tree. And that's how we came 
to this sorry state...” 

Babloo didn’t say anything. 
‘They had been punished fully for 
what they had done. 

“We are really sorry,” said 
Siddhu, Babu and Vijay. 

“It's okay,” said Babloo, and he 
told them of his strange encounter 
with the snake. 

“Maybe,” said Siddhu thought- 
fully, “The tree you protected from 
us, protected you in return?” 

“Maybe,” said Babloo, now 
thinking back, and remembering 
how the tree seemed to bend in 
the shadowy darkness only lit by 
the moon, “Maybe the tree told the 
snake not to harm me?” 

Maybe. Who knows — animals 
and plants may have some queer 
way of communicating to each 
other. And they may understand 
what we say too! 


FARHAT REHMAN, 
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— ALOOK BACK 






Final, we explained, “Al 


746 watts equals one Hor 
Experience |p \e Happy Pongal 


Wo lft two lecturers groaring and 


ese Power, i. 





HAPPY PONGAL sioner nos ove ot iecay, 


Radha Devi B., and 


Twas Pongal eve. We, Jessy, Sheoja 
‘and I, decided to wish all our teachers. 
‘We went to Mrs.Sasi, one of our physics 





to wish you 748 
We left her with a batfled look on her 
f Imost bumped into 

3. another physics lecturer. 
"746 watts, mam!” we chorused. 

‘She looked confused, probably thinking it 
was some physics calculation. 















eee 
highly superstitious 
‘woman, suggested that 
we plant a neem tree in 
‘our garden. She de- 
scribed the tree's sev- 
eral good properties. 





Acerinaty, we 
), PA planted two in our 
iy garden. The trees 
grew over the. years, 

Our relatives took sev- 

7 eral pictures of them, in 
their various stages of 
growth whenever they 

© visited us. Now, when 
|| Hook at those pictures, 
‘| | marvel at how huge 





was hardly seven years old, when 

we shifted from the rented house 

in which we lived, to our new one. 
We were all happy that our dreams 
of a beautiful house had been ful- 
filled. We were eager to plant a gar- 
den, which would surround our 
house with lovely flowers and green- 
ery. So my parents often went to the 
agricultural college to collect differ- 
ent good varieties of plants. 

We went to our native place for 
the vacations that year. My patti", a 


o “Ganda _ 





‘And | fee! proud of them, 

The neem trees are my favourite 
‘companions. Whenever | am wor- 
ried or sad, | would sit beneath their 
shade, and talk to them. It seemed 
to me that they heard me out with a 
lot of love and attention. Then a 
thought struck me, What if people 
saw me crying and talking to the 
neem trees? What would they think 
of me? 

So | decided to write diaries in- 
stead, But | did not forget my neem 
trees. One of the trees was bigger 
and taller than the other, and he was 
older too, 


hen, the trees grew bigger and 

bigger. Somebody said, “What 
big neem trees you have in your 
house. Won't the roots damage the 
‘compound wall by growing through 
them?” 

The first seed of doubt was sown 
in our minds. 

Then somebody else said, "Why 
are there no other plants and trees 
growing in your garden? Oh, | 
see....neem trees! No plant can 
thrive in the shade of those big neem 
trees.” 





‘hen, my parents came to a decl- 
sion. They decided to cut off the 
lower branches of the big neem tree. 
Itwas a painful scene. It seemed to 
me that the big neem was crying out 
in agony. The beautiful branches 
were lopped off - crash,crash! 
“Why are you doing this to me?” 
it seemed to ary out, "Didn't | give 
you happiness and solace, shade 





unncets 


and fresh air?” 

Heft the garden, unable to watch 
anymore. | could hardly sleep that 
night. 


|ow, when | look out at my big 
neem tree, it seems to me that 
he has forgotten all about the way 
he has been injured. He 
looks supremely 
happy, danc- 













owe NEED 
ZOOS? 

















The 2001 w)plice where living 
aia are kept for exhibition, 
study and breeding, 
dweller; is the only source 
hand information regarding animals, 
Infact; I had my firstexposure fo 
wild animals during my visto the 200, 
‘hen Lowas inthe Second standard. 
Some rare animals and endangered 
species afe Keptiand bred In the 200, 
and thus syed froin extinction. 
‘But do we really have tp keep these 
‘animals behind barsto keep 
hein alive? 

Mathang! D., aged 11, 
Sti John's, Madras. 





ing in the strong 
wind. fancy he looks at 
me now, as | sit beneath his 
shade writing. 

O neem tree! | am writing about 
you. | will send this to Gokulam so 
that many more will love you too. 


Anuradha K.R., aged 15, 
Holy Angels Convent, 
Trivandrum. 


ne day, Sister and Brother Undir came 
Oo home from school hopping and skipping, 
all excited, Brother jumped onto the roots 
of their banyan tree, swinging up and down. 
“What fun!We're going to have our school annual 
day shortly!” he exclaimed, 





“And the 


teachers are 

Gs ) going to be 

CF selecting 

children for 

participating 

a ~~" in the pre 


‘ AY trammest” 
( x ); said Sister, 


pushing 


Brother 
r¢ higher and 
SD higher: 

“Mama, 
AX, listen to me! 
Should | be in 


the class play 

or in the sing- 

—_—— ing?” asked 

Brother, 

talking to Mama through the 

window. Mama was busy folding up 

some clothes. She didn't respond 
at once, 

“Mama! © Mama! Why aren't you 
paying any attention? It's going to be 
‘our School Day soon! Don't you 
see?” said Sister. 

Mama looked up and smiled. 

“So, tell me about it once more. 
But first why don't the two of you 
wash up and change? You look quite 
messy, especially Brother!” she 
remarked 





eanwhile Papa 
had also come 
in, 

“Have the kids had 
their milk?” he asked. 
\h, Papa! Please! 
replied Sister. 

“Hmm!” growled 
Papa Undir. 

“We're going! We 
are going!” said Brother, 
jumping off the tree, 
and wiping his face on 
the left sleeve of his 
school shirt which was. 
quite grimy already. 
The grimy stripes on 
the sleeve became 
darker, 

"Yuck!" giggled 
Sister, 

Once they were 
‘washed and all cleaned 
up, Sister and Brother 
began to talk about 
their school day over 
their evening milk. 

“You see: explained 
Sister Undir. “I have a 
choice between the 
orchestra, singing for a 
goup dance and the 
Sanskrit play. I've been 
asked to choose 
because we're not 
allowed to be in more 
than one item. What 
should | do?” she asked. 

“And me, I've been 
asked to be a pumpkin 





my class play. Or I can 
join the group song!” said 
Brother. 

“| just cannot decide 
which will be the best for 
me!” agonized Sister Undir 

“1 think Ile a pumpkin! 
It’s a play on vegetables 
and the vitamins that we 
get from them.| quite like 
the idea of dressing up as 
a pumpkin!” said Brother, 
finally. 

“Idiot! They'll tease you 
for being a pumpkin for a 
very long time afterwards! 
Pick the group singing. 
After all, your friends will 
also be singing! Practice 
will be fun!” Sister suggest- 
ed. 

“I like: singing too. but 
my friends say that I'm no 
good. My voice sticks out 
and everyone can hear it 
separately!” replied 
Brother. 

“So, what would you 
like to do, baby doll?” 
Mama Undir asked Sister. 

“It's real hard for me to 
decide!” replied Sister. 
“You see, my friends are 
in the dance. Some will be 
singing and some will be 
doing the dance. I'm not 
graceful at all and I don't 
like to dance, but they like 
my voice. So Teacher has 
suggested that | could be 
one of the singers. I'm 








tempted be-cause 
my friends are also 
participating in the 
dance item. So 
practice will be fun!” 

“I think the Sans- 
krit play would be 
a better idea. Plays 
are a really good 
experience!” suggested Papa. 

“Yes, but it's not a sure shot thing!” explained 
Sister“You see, the teacher will try out various 
kids And I might or might not get selected” 

“Since you're no good at dancing | don't see 
‘why yourre not joining the orchestra! That's a sure 
thing! After all you were in it last year also!” said 
Brother. 

“Yes, | do like the orchestra. But my friends 
are in the dance! So | feel tempted to join them! 
1'm really torn by the choices” Sister complained. 

“Problems of prosperity!” laughed Mama. 

‘Don't show offt” complained Brother."Many 
kids don't get to be in anything at all. Okay,so you 
have three choices! But there’s no need to rub it 
in is there 

“Idiot!” said Sister. punching Brother Undir on 
his back."I really can’t make up my mind!” 








uddenly, Mama 
\ \ Undir had a great 
the options on a 


piece of paper. 
Then close 





“But what if 
pick the one I don't 
want!” asked Sister, 


uncertain about how the 
chies system would work. 


are 2 


“Then just cheat!” Mama 













said“After all all you want 
to do is to make the best 
selection. If you pick a chit 
you don't like, ust throw it 
out! It helps to narrow 
down the choices to what 
you really want!” 

So that is what Sister 
did. Brother, on the 
other hand, decided he 
‘wanted to be a pumpkin 
after all 

“| don't need chits or 


IDIOT! 
R 


any such things. But let me 
pick out a chit for yor 
offered Brother Undir. 

So Sister wrote out 
three chits. One said 
ORCHESTRA, the second 
‘one said SANSKRIT PLAY 
and the third one SING- 
ING FOR DANCE. She 
then folded them, put 
them in a paper bag and 
shook it well. Now it was 
Brother's turn to select 
one, He shut his eyes and 
icked one. 








“Here you are!” he announced, running around 
the room with the chit. 

Sister chased him around shouting,"Hurry up! 
Give it to me! What the hell is this! 

“Catch me and get it!” shouted back 
Brother. 

Finally when Sister caught Brother, she gave him 
a solid whack before opening the chit. Brother 
had picked ORCHESTRA’ Sister made a face. 

“I was in the orchestra last year too! I'm not 
sure this is the best choice!” 

“You can always decide after going to school 
tomorrow.” suggested Papa. 















he next day, Sister decided upon singing 
for the dance. There were to be two 
\gers. She was one.The dance practice 
started in right earnest. The singers 
were busy memorising the words of 
the song.The dancers were taught the 
basic steps. 

Meanwhile, Brother was rather 
pleased to be a pumpkin. He was given 
some lines to recite about vitamin A. 
There was to be a brinjal,a carrot, tomato, 
a potato, an onion, a bean, a bunch of greens 

and Brother the pumpkin. 
Practice for the School Day was in full 
swing. There was hardly any regular school 
work. Those not participating were allowed 
to watch the practice. Everyone was excited. 
Some children were set the task of making 





invitation cards for the parents and the chief 
guest. Every evening Sister and Brother 
compared notes and came home with stories 
on the day's practice, 


uddenly, one evening Sister began to cry. 
“What's the matter, sweetie?” Papa Undir 
wanted to know. 
“Everything is wrong! The Schoo! Day itself is 


‘awn? 


a very rotten idea!” complained Sister. 
“But I thought you were enj 

experience!” remarked Mama Uné 
“Teacher chucked me out! Do you think I'm a 

dumb kid, Mama? Only dumb ones are not given a 

part in anything!” replied Sister. 
“I'm sure there must be an explanation! After 

all, both Brother and you are good students and 

fairly talented!” said Papa who wanted to know 

what went wrong. upset! And poor Brother! 
“You see, the dance teacher decided to use He felt awful too! Mama 

taped music instead of singers for the dance! So Picked up Brother and 

now 'm in nothing! I've had a really rotten day!” took him to another 









complained Sister. room,Papa Undir decided 
“Well, why don't you just join the orchestra to have a chat with Sister. 
or the play, then?" asked Brother. “So, young lady! Things 





“It’s no use! All the parts are filled up now! didn’t turn out as you 
They don’t need any one now! | did ask and was Planned, did they?” Papa 


refused!” Sister said. sid, - . 
“Never mind! happens sometimes!” soothed _“Yeuknow they didn't 
Papa Undir. replied Sister. 


“Not everyone can get a part anyway! “Its a part of growing 


Someone is bound to be left our!” Mama Hele Yon are! 
tried to make Sister feel better. 
“But not me, Mama! I'm not a dummy! 
les the no good ones that get left out most 
of the time!” Sister was finding it very hard 
to accept a rejection. She was experienc- — 
ing the feeling of being left out of things. — 
How she hated it! up! This is the first time 
“And to think you had the choice of three Youre having to cope with 
items to begin with!" remarked Brother. _ Fejection.You'll see many 
“Yes, rub it in! | made the wrong choice, Such situations as you grow 
didn't 17.1 should have listened to the chit UP!” Papa said. patting Sister 
you chose! Oh, go away, you pumpkin!" Bently onher head. 
shouted Sister, bursting into tears. : 




















fou make growing up 
sound awful!” replied 

rother did not know how to cope with Sister. 
Sister's outburst. He felt as if Sister was feck, no! That's not 
blaming him. Quietly he went and sat upon what I meant! There will 
Mama Undir's lap. Poor Sister! She was really be good things happening 








and bad! You'll have to 
take both in your stride! 
‘Try and not get too upset 
about it!” Papa said. 

“Lm not sure that can 
make it! But I'll try, Papa,” 
Sister replied. 


he next day at school, 
practice was in full 
swing. Rani Mouse was 
running by and she asked 
Sister, "What are you in? 
I'm rushing off for my play 
practice! Bye!” 
Sister did not say 





“Luckily I didn't have to 
give her a reply! She's in a 
hurry!" thought Sister to 
herself, 

There was a lot of 
bustle and activity all over 
school. Even Brother was 
quite busy with his 
pumpkin act. 

“And to think | thought 





it was a stupid role.At least Brother has a role,” 
Sister thought to herself She went to the staircase 
and was leaning on the banisters. 

Sister saw Coffee and Toffee mouse come down 
the stairs. “Hi! We're both off for orchestra 
practice! What about you?” they asked Sister. 

Sister hated to say that she was in nothing at 
all. She bluffed. “Yes, I'm going upstairs for 
practice!” she said, rushing up the stairs. 

She rushed up the stairs and down the stairs 
whenever someone happened to come by. She 
hoped to give an impression of being busy and 
having somewhere to go to.And when no one 
‘was around she just stayed put.There were many 
‘others who were not participating in anything. 
Some played by themselves. Others watched the 
practice sessions. But Sister did not want to be 
identified as one with no part So she just ran up 
the stairs and down the stairs all morning. By lunch 
time, she was tired as well as fed up. 

“I can't stand it! she thought to herself." 
‘wonder if lever be able to take it sportingly like 
Papa suggest 








hat evening when Sister heard Brother's 
practice stories, she felt envious, The 
invitation cards for parents were ready. Brother 
had brought his home which he handed 


But my AONdS AO over proudly to Papa and Mama, Sister 


ain inthe too gave them hers, 





ance! “Hereis another invitation for you!” 
‘* she said.“But | don't want to go to school 


‘on School Day! It’s going to be a rotten 
day for me!” 

“Why didn't you come and watch 
me practice, Sis?” Brother asked her. 
“Lots of others were standing around 
to watch! And they seemed to be 
enjoying 

‘I didn't feel like it! When you're not 
in anything, it’s not nice at all! Everyone 








will think that I'm also a good-for-nothing daddi- 
phaddi and so I've been left out!” replied Sister. 

“But that’s not so! You got left out by accident!” 
said Brother. 

“Yes, but | can’t keep explaining that to 
everyone who sees me with the non-participating 
by-standers!” Sister shot back. 

Papa and Mama 
heard the whole 


conversation. It 
was Mama's turn to 
counsel Sister on Ka away, 


equanimity. 


“Buel guess you You PumPKIN| 


ultimately have to 
find your own 
solution. You could 
try out Brother's suggestion of watching!” 


ister was not convinced at all. However, the 
Ss conversation at home must have registered 
somewhere in her mind. For the next day, when 
someone asked her to join them in watching the 
Sanskrit play practice, she readily agreed. She 
stopped pretending to be in some item or another. 
Instead she began watching the play with interest. 

“Oh, it’s a part of the Ramayan!” she said. 

‘There was Hanuman carrying a message from 
Ram to Sita. Suddenly Hanuman's tal fell off! Sita 
giggled and picked up the tail. She turned 
Hanuman around and stuffed the end of the tail 
into his belt! Hanuman stuck out his tongue and 
forgot the rest of his dialogue! How everyone 
laughed! Even Sister! She began to enjoy watching 
the rehearsals. 

“I guess watching others is not so bad after 
alll” she admitted to Mama and Papa that night."I 
also saw Brother practice! But he gets distracted 
when I'm around. He keeps on looking at me!” 

“Naturally!” replied Brother.“But tell me,do | 
make a good pumpkin? The wire on my orange 


user 





pumpkin costume keeps 
poking me though! Could 
you please set it right 
asked Sister. 
Sister readily agreed. 

First thing at school 
tomorrow!” she promised. 
The School Day was only 
cone day away. The last 
round of practice was 
‘over. The final touches to 
the costumes, the stage, 
the chairs for all parents, 
the mikes were completed. 
What a lot of excitement 
there was all around! All 
the teachers and the 
students were excited. 





1n the Schoo! Day, 

Brother had to go 
‘early as he was participat- 
ing. Sister felt a little 
peculiar not going early as 







she normally did, But she 
did not spoil it for Brother, 
‘She wished him luck as she 
waved to him, Later in the 
evening Papa, Mama and 
Sister went to school 
together. Most of Sister's 
friends were backstage as 
they were participating. 
Sister sat in the audience 
with Papa and Mama 
Undir 

“Wait till you see 
Brother!” she said."His is 
the second item! He looks 
rather cute!” 

Mama looked at Papa 
and smiled. Sister seem- 
ed to have taken her 
being left-out rather well, 
after all! 

Brother's vegetable 
programme was announced. 
The curtain went up. All 
the vegetables were 
standing in a semi-circle. A 





brinjal, a carrot, Brother, the pumpkin, a 
tomato, a potato, an onion, a bean, and a 
bunch of greens, 

“There, look at Brother in his orange 
pumpkin costume! The third from the 
left!” exclaimed Sister. 

“He's the most prominent because of 
the fat costume!” remarked Papa. 


‘twas the turn of the brinjal first. She 
I started her rhyme: 
“Iwear a purple face 
With alittle green hat, 
I can be green as well 
Round or long, slim or fat!” 


Suddenly,her green hat fell offjustas she started 
to say some thing about vitamin 

“Oops! That's not supposed to happen!" she 
whispered right into the mike! Next to her was 
the carrot. 

“Shh! Shut up!" said the carrot, placing his hand 
over brinjal’s mouth, Brinjal was annoyed and 
pushed carrot back. Brother,the pumpkin, nudged 
the carrot. 

“Stop shoving!" shouted the carrot! 

Al this was on stage! The audience started to 
laugh. Sister could not control herself. Papa and 
Mama too joined in the laughter: Soon someone 
pushed the bean who sprawled on the stage.The 
greens were all scattered. The tomato began to 
do somersaults.There was more laughter: Luckily 
the teacher in-charge of the item had the presence 
of mind to see that the situation could not be 
saved.She quickly brought the curtain down. How 
the audience clapped! 





66] hope Brother's not too upset! | wonder 
whether their teacher will scold them!” 

said Sister," Though it was rather funny!” 
“The audience seems to have enjoyed the item 





anyway!" laughed Papa Undir. 

“Even though it was quite different from what 
was originally intended!" said Mama. 

By the time the next item started, Brother 
came into the audience and sat on Papa's lap. 

“It was a disaster!" brother said."We had a 
big fight back-stage! Then teacher split us up and 
asked us to go to our parents!" Sister giggled. 

Brother could not sit quietly and watch the 
programme, He kept fidgeting. 

“| don't want to sit here and watch!” said 
Brother, quite restless."Tomorrow teacher is sure 
to pull us up! And all because of that stupid fight 
between that brinjal and that carrot!” 

“The whole vegetables episode seems to have 
upset him!" said Mama, 

“Let's go and have a snack!” suggested Sister. 
“The schoo! has arranged for food stalls outside!” 











© Sister and Brother, Papa and Mama Undir 

quietly left the auditorium. Sister chose 
samosas, Brother wanted a packet of potato chips 
and a samosa, Mama and Papa selected masala 
dosas and coffee. Brother got coupons for 
everyone. They picked a shady spot under a neem 
tree and settled down to eat. 

“School Day started out badly for me when | 
got dropped from everything, but has ended 
alright! This stuff is delicious!” said Sister, biting 
into her samosa, 

“It started fine for me but ended with a 
disaster!" said Brother, crunching his chips."But 
these chips are just great!” 

“I think ies been good fun after all! These dosas 
are yummy!" said Papa Undir 

"A second round of snacks, anyone?” asked 
Mama, sipping her coffee in obvious enjoyment. 

“Sure!” shouted Sister and Brother together. 
There were ups and downs, but the kids had 
survived! 





ANURADHA KHATI 
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Teacher: Does anyone 

‘know who tried fo begin the 

four-day wook? 

Ravi: Robinson Crusoe, 

Teacher : Why do you soy 

that 

Ravi: Because he had ll his 

work done by Friday. 

Royston N. Chell, oged 12, 
St. Mary's School, 
Hubli - 580 023. 





Teacher : Three and threat 
Ravi : Tor 
Teacher : Think again and 
toll me. 
Ravi: Twenly-two. 
Teacher : I's sill wrong. Try 
again, 
Ravi gotil fs thirty seven! 
Teacher : Nonsense! You are 
just guessing wildly. IF you 
must guess, why not guess a 
small number - six, for 
instance? 
Ravi: Ah! Butit couldn't be 
Teacher : Why nol? 
Ravi: Because two and four 
are six already, 
H. Rajivkumar, aged 13, 
Vallal Sabopa 
Matriculation School, 
‘Madras - 600 030. 





Stories from oun readers 


Ow as 


Anita, her nose high up in 
the air"You find this sum 
dificult’ How ridiculous 


| could do this sum in half 
a tick!” 
‘Well then.” said Sruth 
and Pooja,"Show it to us” 
“Of course,” said 
Anita, and she worked it 


ANITA’S 


‘out on a sheet of paper. She gor the correct answer 

“How did you gett?” asked Pooja. 

“Tm too busy to waste my time explaining such an 
easy sum to you mutts,” Anita walked out of the room 
snobbishdy 

“What's the matter with Anta?” Pooja was perplexed! 
“She was never like this before!” 

“Over-confidence, Pooja over-confidence,” said Sruti 
“use because she comes first every yar she thinks herself 
someone great. But you know Pooja, pride always comes 





before a fall” 


offriends.They studied in the StThamas Boarding Schoo! 

r girs, and had common thoughts. likes and dislikes 
‘The only difference between them, was that 
‘Anita was a brillant student and Pooja and 
Sruti were average ones. Earlier, when Pooja 
and Sruti had difficulties in their studies, Anita 
used to help them out. 

But now, something seemed co have 
happened to Anita. The teachers had begun 
praising her too often, and she had become 
extremely high-and-mighty. and swollen- 
headed, She had begun talking to Pooja 
and Sruti in a superior manner, and 
Used to laugh at their mistakes. 
Pooja and Shruti were very 
unhappy about t.but of course, they couldnt do anything 
about it 


Jsicarmarae eS sees 


he half-yearly exams were nearing and Pooja and 
Sruti were busy poring over their books. Anita ‘on 
‘the other hand, studied very lie 

“But Anita,” asked Sruti one day."You arent studying 
atall! How can you possibly expect to do well wth this 
kind of preparation?” 

"Shut up" Anita took. story book out fromher shelf 
“You go on with your eightchour studying every day. | 
don’t need to have my nose in my text-books all the 
time. My preparations are complete.” 


the d-days came, and went. Pooja and Sruti were 

satisfied and Anita was ‘sure’ that she had done 
brilliant, The resules came out. Pooja and Sruti had 
both done quite well and were congratulating each other. 

“What about Anita, Sonal?” they asked their class 
prefect. 
yh! Anita." said Sonal, “Goodness knows what 
happened to her: She just managed to pass, but | think 
the teachers gave her the required aggregate out of 
kindness: 

Pooja and Sruti were shocked! They ran up to their 
‘common room, and saw Anita in a dark corner, crying 

"Anita." said Pooja, “Don't ery. please. Look, you 
can work hard next time and do well, can't you?” 








ounceres 
















“ 
Orr soa sobbed 


was all my fault Pooa, Ive been 
mean and beastly to you, 
although you were my best 
friends | got overconfident and 
did study tal My parents wll 
be s0 disappointed with me:” 
Anita stopped crying, “Please 
forgive me. Pooja and Sruti” 
“es alight” sald Sruti and 
Pooja, “You're still our best 
friend” 
The three friends joined 
hands and went down to dinner. 
Do you know,Anita worked 
40 hard the next time, that she 
got 93%! Pooja and Sruth 
followed her example and did 
well 00. The three are now 
inseparable friends. andAnita has 
learnt a very important lesson 
indeed! 
Madhura Chatterjee, 
aged 14, South Point H.S. 
Caleutea, 





RECIPES 
VEGETARIAN OMLETTE 


You need: lies and salt to taste, and make 
—— abatter, Place thenon-stick pan 

_¥a cup drumstick leaves, or on the fire. Pour one tsp. oil. 
spinach, or any green leafy When hot, pour one ladle of bat- 
as ryt ter on the pan and flatten like 


































Yeap bern an omlette. Turn both sides 

Youp eurd until done. Eat the hot omlettes 

2 onions, finely chopped with tomato sauce or tamarind 

3 green chillies chopped chutney. 

Salt to taste Sivagama Sundari, aged 10, 

Ghee or oil to fry Ramagundam. 
How to make it: Dian EBM 


You have not given your com- 
Mix the leaves, maida, plete address. Please send it to 
besan, curd, onion, green chil- us. Ed. 


TAMARIND CHUTNEY 
You need: 200 gms ginger 
To 250 gms green chillies 
500 gms tamarind 100 gms coconut oil 
200 gms jaggery 1 tsp turmeric powder 


3 whole red chillies 

Salt, to taste 

1 tsp. mustard seeds 
Curry leaves 


How to make it: 


Soak tamarind ina 
litre of water. Mash 
well. Finely chop the 
ginger and green chil- 
lies. Strain the pulp out 
of the tamarind water, 
and place on fire. 
Add turmeric 
powder, 
chilli 





powder and salt. Let it boil for a’ 
while, then add the jaggery. 

Saute the ginger and green 
chillies in a little oil. Add to the 
tamarind on the fire. Stir the 
mixture from time to time, till it 
becomes a fairly thick liquid. 

In a kadai, heat a little oil. 
Allow the mustard to sputter in 
it. Add the curry leaves and red 
chillis to this. 

‘Add this seasoning to the 
tamarind chutney, 

‘This chutney can be mixed 
with rice and eaten too. Pour 
into an air-tight bottle. It will 
preserve for a week or more. 





JG. Sripriya, aged 15, 
St.Teresa’s H.S., K.G.F. 









Great sea, deep sea, 
Where do you go? 
Spraying your waves on the 

Rocks and the shore. 

Great sea, deep sea, 

What do you have? 

Great sharks and small fish 

Allin tow. 

Great sea, deep sea, 

What is your depth? 

So deep, so deep, 

God, I can't see. 

Great sea, deep sea, 

Where do you end? 

In the oceans, 

Where ripples get bent. 

R. Nithya, Std. VI, 

New Horizon Public School, 
Bangalore. 






























[This happened when Iwas in 
the Vilth standard. During 
the examination, the boy who sat 
next to me in the next row, was 
in the VIth standard. He looked 
studious and clever. But as it 
turned out later, appearances 
could be deceptive. 


t was the Maths exam. My 
partner had science. Soon, the 
question and answer papers were 
distributed. My — partner 
suddenly whispered, “Hey! Please 
tell me this answer, will you?” 
Tlooked at the question he was 
pointing to. It was like this— 
‘An element is made up 
of— 








knew that ‘helping’ during the 
exam is wrong. Yet, I whis- 
pered back, “Atoms!” 
He didn't understand. 
“What?” 


ITHAPPENEDTO ME 


“Atoms.” 

“What?” he asked again. 

So I wrote the word ‘atoms’ on 
my question paper. 
But before I could show it to 


Hurriedly, I struck the word off, 
‘The supervisor did not notice 
anything wrong, 

“Write your names on your 
question paapers,” she said, “As 
well as on your answer papers.” 

‘Sol wrote my name, Praneeta, 
‘on the question paper. My 
partner saw that, and thought 
that it was the answer to his 
question, He wrote,‘An element 
is made up of praneeta.’ 





luckily saw it and asked him 

to strike it off. I giggled to 
myself. After the exams, I came 
out of the hall and had a good 
laugh. 

After that, I have never 
‘helped’ anybody copy in their 
exams. 

Praneeta, std IX, 
Bombay 400 094. 

That’ 2 good decision you've come t, 
Praneeta, Peer pressure has made ‘copying? 
an accepted part of exams 

‘Helping others copy is as bad as 
copying daring exams. Thumbs down to all 
copy-cats! fd, 


Stories from our Readens 





he day dawned with a ray of bright 
orange sunshine. Neeta’s eyes 
ickered open, as she awoke on her 


hard bed on the pavement. Herdog ran upeo 
her licking herall over joyfully. She laughed 
merrily, hippy and carefree, though dressed 
in rags, and without a home to cal her own. 

She wasa rag-picker and an orphan. Her 
only companion in the world was the dor. 

Washing her face at the roadside tap, 
Neeta slung het soiled sack over her shout 
derand began walking down the lane. Pass 
{nga temple, she joined hee 
palms together and bowed 
herhead fora moment. She 
did it every morning, 

“O God!" she prayed, 

Let something exciting 

happen today. 


Se: Neeta was on her 
way, picking out sags 
and bits of paper from dust 
Soon, it was noon 
Necta had only rupee with 
her to buy lunch. She 
walked into a bakery and 
bought a bun. She ate half, 
and gave half to her dog. 
Then, she decided torest for 
a while under a tree ina 
park. She lay down, and 
tied to élose her eyes. 

The dog ran around 
sniffing, and suddenly he 
stopped ata spotand began 


bins 





Digging furiously, he came upon some- 








thing hard. ‘Try as he might, he could not 
dig further. So, he ran upto Neeta and woke 
her up. 


ed. She followed the 
ad 


Neeta was surpri 








dog, and peered into the small pit he 
dug. In it was a tiny metal box. 
“Could it be treasure?” Neeta wondered, 
excited. 
‘She quickly put her hand in and took the 


box out. Then dusting off the mud, she 





































‘opened it.The box was empty, except fora 
piece of paper with some wetin 


Nisei ness, aire. 
she looked around to see if there was, 
anybody who would help herread the note, 
TThe only person she could spot was a po 











ficeman, slowly walking towards a park 
bench, Neeta hesicated, then she ran t0- 
wards the policeman, 

"Suan," she said, "My dog, dug out this 
box from that hole in the ground. “This pa 
per was in i, Can you tell me what is wet 

The policeman read i out 

“You have almost done it," he read from 
the note,""Take four steps North from here, 
then four steps to the East and stop. You'll 


find the secret you ate searching for 
there 

The policeman was now ex 
cited, Could it be buried treas 





Don't ell anybody about 
this.” he told Neeca, "We'll 
share whatever we find 
okay?" 

Neeta nodded her head, 

The policeman smiled 10 
hime 

“Why should I give her 
anything?” he thought, *T'll 
frighten her and chase her 





They went to the spot 
where the dog had dug, and 
looked around, 

‘Now, whei 





is North?" the 
policeman wondered aloud, 


ust then, @ group of 
N.C.G, cadets 
tunning, upto them, ‘They 
looked at Neeta, the po 
liceman, and the box 
nds, and be 

san to laugh, 














How did you 
find ehis box?” they 
asked, "We are play 
ing « treasure hune 
sare, an! i this was our last ele.” 
The policeman’s jaw dropped, 
“My dog dug it up,"Neeta finally n 
aged toanswer. She was quite disappointe 
for hadn’t she had an 








but it didn't matce 
exciting afternoon: 

She apologised tothe cadets and skipped 
away with her dog, 

The policeman glared at hee retreating, 
back, 

Red with anger and disappointment, he 
‘What a wild goose chase! A wild 
oose chase..." 


muttered, 


Kavitha Viswanathan, std. X, 
Bangalore 









VEC 


Krishna Prasad Kumble, aged 9, 
Holy Family School. 
Girish Subash, aged 6, Dear krishna, 


Don Bosco, Madras. "You have not given your complete address. 
Please send it tous. ‘ed. 





B. Babitha, aged 11, 
24 Parganas (S.) 


Ve 
+ 


[ona 


. Rajani, aged 4, 
Madras - 600 014, 











Nelina K. Toms, aged 8, 






Kavitha Jayaraman, aged 11, 
Bombay - 400 080. 


‘Abdul Kareem, aged 13, 
Bhavan's Sanghi Public School. 


DearAbdul, ‘ 
You have not given your complete address. S. Sivaprakash, aged 8, 


Please senditiour. 
wz KG - 563122 
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You need: 


Left-over idly batter or 
dosa batter 

One onion 

Black peppercorns 

Salt to taste 

Oil to fry 


How to make it: 


Cut the onions into fine 
pieces, Mix it into the batter, 
with salt and peppercorns 
to taste. 

Heat oil in a kadai. Drop 
the mixture into hot oil with 
the help of a spoon, and 
deep fry till golden brown. 

Serve hot with ketchup or 
chutney. 


Dear readers. WK 
This sel wna wry recive eas Wren 
Seip net on a sheet of axed net oper 









FRIED MOONG 


You need: 

100 gms. moong dal 
4 tsp. oil 

Sale to taste 


How to make it: 
Soak the dal in water overnight, 
Remove the da/ from the water in the 
morning. Put icin a clean towel, and 
keep aside till the dal dries 

Take frying pan and heatit, Pour 
the ol into it. Fry the dal in the oil till 
itbecomes red. Puri into a dish and 
add sale to taste. You may garnish the 
fried dat with onions and green chillies 
if you wish. A delicious and healthy 
snack is ready! 
Jishu Unni, aged 10, 
New Delhi 110 017. 
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Hews to make it: 

Fey the vainan aud coskows i the gh 
ud beep side. 

‘Break the ogg ic a bot, od sugar ond 


GT Recepes ETT 
Bent ce mote. 

Pour this mixture inte a heated aud 
greased pax, te make ox onletie, 













“Come on,” said Penguin 

with a laugh, ‘Certainly you have 

got it wrong. How could anyone call 
this hot, sultry weather cold?” 


ne December night, Penguin found They were no doubt good 
himself walking staidly on the path in for swimming, but were 
front of his enclosure in the zoo. He walked hardly tailored for 
with measured steps, flippers held behind, _ walking. 









lost in thought. His feet were Suddenly he heard a 
short and stubby and the loud voice coing 
toes of each foot were all from above 


joined together. him 














which said, “How do you said. Freezing! Chilly!” said Ostrich a bit 
do, Mr. Penguin! | almost louder, thinking that Penguin was hard of 
mistook you for a straggling hearing. 
human, coat and all.” Come on,” said Penguin with a laugh, 
It was “Certainly you have got it 
Ostrich. wrong. How could 
"Eh. Lam : anyone call this hot, 
fine, thank you, >is sultry weather cold? 
How do you 9 Not by any stretch of 
imagination!” 


dot” stammered Penguin, 


trying hard to hide the fact : 
that Ostrich had given him __ Ostrich thought it prudent not to argue 
a nasty fight. things with Penguin. 

“Oh, Lam fine too,"" ““The bird is clearly off his rocker! To call 


said Ostrich, “Brrr! Isn't ita such chilly weather hot!” he said to 


cold, cold night?” he added, himself. 
ruffling his feathers. ‘Curiously, Penguin felt exactly the same 


about Ostrich! 
APY mean aot et ""What a raving lunatic! have met the 
‘one,” corrected first thing tonight!" he muttered to himself, 


Penguin, for he found the "To call this sultry weather cold!” 

weather a bit stuffy for his 

taste. ef 
“No, no! | meant what | 


ta shivering cold night, Mr. 
Penguin!” said Lion, who was 


amas oO 





coming up the path at a 
brisk trot. 

Penguin looked at 
Lion a bit annoyed. 


“You mean a warm, 
sultry night, surely!” he 
queried 

But the royal beast 
hardly paused fo hear 
Penguin, He trotted off 
into the night, shaking 
his mane. 

“Have all the 
inmates of this zoo gone 
mad?” wondered 
Penguin aloud. 

Ostrich was having 
no better luck either. He 
had seen Polar Bear from 
afar, thanks to the bear's 
spanking white coat. 
(Ostrich chuckled to 
himself as he thought of 
Penguin's strange 
misconception about the 
weather. He intended to 
tell Polar Bear about it. 

“Oh it’s you, 


Ostrich,” said the bear, almost running into 
the largest bird, “I didn’t sce you at all. Curse 
this sweltry weather! My 

by, eyes are burning with the heat 
and | am feeling weak 
because of the stuffiness.” 
Ostrich looked thoughtfully at 
Polar Bear, as the beast 
lumbered by. 





oor Penguin and 

Ostrich! Both had 
probably got off the bed from 
the wrong side, They just 
didn’t seem to agree with 
anyone they met that night, about the 
weather! 

Penguin next met Camel, Zebra‘ and 
Rhinoceros, who all felt strongly that the 
weather was exceptionally cold that night. 
Ostrich encountered Walrus, Yak and 
Reindeer, who were equally positive that it 
‘was just the opposite, that is, hot, very hot! 


awn was approaching. ‘The animals 
were hurrying back to their enclosures. 
Isn't ita warm day?” began Ostrich rather 
diplomatically, to the next creature he met on. 
the way. He had decided to play it safe this 
time. 

“Oh no, it’s a nice chilly morning,” said 
Penguin spiritedly, for it was indeed him! He 
was equally puzzled. He too had arrived at the 
same convenient strategy as Ostrich. 

The two looked at each other suspiciously. 
They shook their heads weakly, as they 
recognized each other, and rushed off towards 
their enclosures without uttering another word. 


L. BALASUBRAMANIAM 


oumocete 





Fill in the words in 
the squares with the 
help of the clues 
given. 


yaw ma 


Agorilla 
AA member of the cheetah 
family 

Awater reptile 
Adeer 

Abig, grey animal fF 
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Our national animal 
A singing black bird 
Arabbit 

Abultlike snow animal 
Aistriped horse 
itlayseggs 

Adog-like wild animal 
Donkeys cousin 
Ahairymammal 
Hard-working insect 

JACOB THOMAS: 
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PICTURE STORY] 


Adapted from a story by Prasanth Kumar Mangaraj 


‘Script : SANDY 
Mlustration : 
LALITHA 





IN THE COURT OF GAJAPATHI, THE RAJA) 





Er... Ohi is the day 





THE RAJA MADE HIS 01 
{TIONS AND... 
ue 











You shail be 
banished! 





Lam ina real soup! 
What shall ! do now? 









































(bout to prevent you 
banishing me, | have 
the moon in this pot. 











* students ot @ work-out session 
cof he Schoo! of Cultural Heriiage. 


Gives 
OLD Sonali 
Pandya, 0 Gujarati gir! 
mswith her 


parents, is to have her 








living in Brit 





name included in the 
Guinness Book of 
Records. She hos be~ 
come the youngest ever 
student in that country 
to gain a GCSE 
(General Certificate of Secondary 
Education), having passed her 





exams in computer studies last year 
Sonali’s 11-year-old brother, 


A WORLD 
RECORD! 


Sunil, also passed with flying colours: 
The GCSE is the mai 

echool examination in Britain and is 

usually taken at around the age of 

sixteen. Advanced level examinations 


cra further two 


ccondary 








normally fallow af 
years in school. They form the main 


“Mex and Mt, Dinesh Ponda 
"wih Sun ond Sonat 


NEWS 


standard for entry to 
srsity education 
and to many profes 







sional training courses. 


onali's father, 
Mr. Dinesh 
Pandya, ie naturally 
proud of his children’s 
accomplishments and 
their ability to adapt 
quickly to modem tech- 












Me, 
determined that his 
childien should notlose 
fouch with the traditions 
of Hinde culture, When 
they were younger, he 
arranged for them to 
have 
to learn to play the har 


Pandya was 









Gujarati lessons, 
‘wjarati lessons, 


monium and the tabla, 
and to study Indian drama. He 
tought them about Hindu festivals and 






that it would 





at his vealisat 


to teach all 





be much ea 
these subjects under ane roof, and 
that there could possibly be other 
Pavents wanting similar opportunities 
for their children, resulted in the 
School of Cultural Heritage which he 
set up in London (it now has 270 








pupils). tis now his full-time occu 
pation. 7A second branch in South 
London opened last year, with about 


i 


ACHAL NARAYANAN 





ounoneee 


Pe a 
DOES BRAHMA  tRve exrertences 


NEED A MIRROR? 


My six-year-old brother, Balaji 
studies in the U.K.G. He is very 
fond of listening to mythological 
stories. One day, my father and 
Balaji were riding to the temple on 
the moped. 

Balaji wanted to know why mo- 
peds and scooters have a mitror 
fixed to the handle. 

‘tis to chack if vehicle is com- 
ing behind yours,” my father re- 
plied. 

‘lf Brahma drove a moped,” Balaji said, "He will not need a rear- 
view mirror. He has four heads, and the head at the back can see if 
there is a vehicle behind. 





Krithika Ravindran, std. VIII, 
Indian Language School, Nigeria. 


CUTE TUTSHTITS 
Productive Children’s Saving Scheme 


BIRTHDAY GIFT SCHEME 


PERIOD MINIMUM AMOUNT OF 7 i! 7 
pal | YEILD AMOUNT | MATURITY 


Ta Year 1000 

From St 
Und year 1000 1000 Pron sh 
Med Year 1000 








year to 
IVb Year 1000 50th year 











LITTLE STAR SCHEME, 


250 21 years 25,000 
500 21 years 50,000 
SUN CREDITS & INVESTMENTS 

40 A, JUBILEE ROAD, 


WEST MAMBALAM, MADRAS - 600 033, 
PHONE : 420524 


























COVER STORY. 


ances probably the oldest artform. Ts common to animal 
D Grandes! Oh yes Animal ands corhip dane 
‘oftheir own, Have you not seen the peacock unfurl his feathers 


and dance a few steps to impress his mate 
Early hurman beings danced instinctively to rythmns, You wil find 
‘many tribal dances more rythmic than musical, Primitive people developed 


dances of their own in groups, forming circles or wavy lines, These dan 


probably made them fee good, and gave them a supernatural feeling. T 


made them think that dances ate magica, andl can influence ods, “That 





w aborigines and tribal people have dances to cure diseases, and dances 





which they thought, can better crop: 


sm has been 





‘oon, the dance took on religious overtones. Ie was used a form af worship 
in the temples of ancient gods, Even in India the dance 

ns for along time, It was only ltee 
into the courts of 





that it developed into form of entertainment, by enter 





ings and noblemen, 





The Bbunetbanatyam is mote than 2,000 years old, Kathakali, Manipur, 


Today, dance isa major artform in iselt. Every kind of dance has its own 
tars, and they have large public fan following 











Compiled by SANDY 





ee 


PUZZLE 


Hidden in this grid ore the names of eight 
well-known Indian women, past and present. 
The clues will help you guess who they are. 


o 
zAPra 
axoz- 

- > 
o 


rPAawwxnzmzrv,0vEDe 
OoZzv4axazrorzx0O- 
m>xzrezooa 
ADINYS EXOD 
wpeewec2znecozrerare 





CLUES 
Nightingale of India — 

‘Won the ‘Miss Universe’ Title — 
Queen of Jhansi — 

Won the Magsosay award — 
A Prime minister — 

Lady with the golden voice — 
Directed ‘Solaam Bombay’ — 
 forel Bet 


PNEOoREN> 





Potétates: Fetota 


Jhree curious little monkeys once 
‘asked their mother, “Why do co- 
conuts have water inside?” 
mother didn't know. 
at night, Penny, the eldest of the 
three little monkeys had a curious 
dream, She dreamt that she was asking 
WHY: holy man the question. 
“Break into half,” the 
WHY» man replied in the 


Thi 








‘And she gasped in surprise, For, before 
her, stood the Goddess of Fruits and 
Plants. 

“You want to know why coconuts 
have water in them, don't you?" She 
asked Penny, TU tell you, 

“Long, long ago, it was said that a 
big drought was to hit the land. The 
people were frightened. A big mecting 
twas held, 0 that they could discuss what 


COCONUTS HAVE 


WATER J 


dream, “The very first branch you find.” 





\e next morning, Penny re 
membered her dream. She 
went for a walk, and broke 


ATM (CiDy 


into half, the first 
branch she found. 







they could do, to save water for 
the drought 

“The men were worried that they 
might not have enough water for their 
horses and cattle, The women worried 
that the gardens might dry up. And the 
children were worried that they might 
not have enough water to play in, Every 
‘one was worried, except for one little bey. 
He had an idea but who would listen o 
him? 


unoeete 


the boy shouted out his 
idea to the villagers, They 
liked it, And the next day, 

they carried it out, 
Have you seen the 
three spots that cocounts 
usually have? Well, in those 
times, they were three holes. The 
people filled each coconut with 
water through the three holes and 
plugged the holes with bits of elay. 
They filled all the coconuts they 
could find with water. And they saved 
it for the time when 





the big drought would come. 
“But the drought never came, And the 
people forgot about the water they had 
fealed-up in the coconuts, And that’ 
how it is ti now.” 
*Oh!" said Penny, “What an interest- 
ing story.” 
‘And she ran back home to tell her 
brother and sister about it 
“Janani Sivarajah, aged U1, 
‘Toronto, Canadtn. 








ep yore’s your ticket,” said 
the staff, from the British 
Airways ticket counter. 

| jumped with joy and 
excitement. | was going to spend 
the holidays abroad. In America, 
A land of Christopher Columbus! 
| began to pack my 
Aaices Clothes, clothes, 
clothes! The whole house 


FANTASTI 






HOLIDAY 





bustled with activity that aftemoon. 
Dong}! The clock struck six. It was 
time for us to leave for the airport. | 
took my hand-baggage in one 
hand, and my passport, foreign 
exchange, and the unaccompanied 
minor form in the other. 

laire, a British Airways ground 

‘staff took me in her care, as | 
bid my family a teary farewell. 1 
promised my little sister many 
goodies, to pacity her. 

I boarded the British Airways BA 
172 to London, Heathrow, one 
among the ten top airports in the 
world. The airhostess handed me 
a Kit Kat’ chocolate bar and told 
me, “We stop at Dubai before we 
go on. You can shop at the duty free 
shops at the Dubai airport.” 


| thought of the trip ahead, | 
would disembark at Heathrow, and 
board another British Ainways flight 
to Atlanta, U.S.A. | would get down 
at Heartfield Airport at Atlanta, 
which is the second largest airport 
in the world, after the O'Hara 
International Airport at Chicago, 


he pilot announced that 
the flight would leave Madras 
airport in a few minutes. As the flight 
took off with a zoom, my ears went 
‘pop’. They give unaccompanied 
minors special treatment — 
chocolate coated cookies, candies, 
chocolates, hot tea, a puzzle book, 
a writing pad, a-pencil and pen... 
sounds great, doesn't it? 
I ell into a deep sleep, woke up 
and worked on the puzzle. After an 
Indian dinner, | read a few novels. 


sss RAV ELOGUE 


eathrow-Yes, we had reached 

London. As I disembarked and 
walked along, | began to sing 
Suddenly, | stopped. Mummy, my 
mother! How was | to stay without 
her for a whole month? 

Then I remembered her words, 
“Don't worry, darting. You are going 
to have a great holiday with your 
Uncle, aunt and your cousin Meena 
The two months will fly, and you'll 
be back in no time.” 

“Yes,” | thought, munching a Van 
Houten chocolate. 

I had to catch my plane to 
Atlanta, from London's Gatwick 
airport. It was an hour's drive by 
Speediink, which is a bus service 
between airports. They served hot 
chocolate (yummy!) on the bus. | 
had to wait for a long time at 
Gatwick. | suddenly realized that 
| was hungry. | asked the 


{ground staff, in whose charge | was, 
for something to eat. She went to 
the McDonalds nearby, and bought 
me egg-muffins and french 
fries for breakfast! The 
piercing wind and the 
misty moming, typical 
English weather, raised 
my spirits and gave me 
fresh hopes. 

| boarded my flight 
to Atlanta. Another 
nine hours of tra- 
velling! Whew! My 


Mh 


eyes closed in fatigue. 

eartsfield, Atlanta. | felt 

ike a tiny speck in the huge 
corridors. My eyes swam, when | 
heard a small voice a calling out my 
name. Oh, there were my uncle, 
aunt, and Meena, greeting me with 
their bright faces. 

I was given a cosy room of my 
‘own, in their house in this Heart of 
Dixie. | looked out of my window 
and saw misty green mountains. 

Breakfast was lovely, and | 
scrunched my way through waffles 
and strawberry syrup. 

began to get used to the routine 
of American life. Watching the 
many channels on TV, shopping for 
groceries with my aunt at Food 
World, dropping my cousin off at the 















Mother's Morning Out Day Care 
‘Schoo, trying out great outfits at top 
shops like Sears and J.C. Penn} 
ating out every week at different 
restaurants was a memorable 
and lively part of my stay. Apart 
fram cookies, brownies and pies, 
which my aunt made for me, | tried 
Mexican food like Mexican rice, 
Jalapenos, cheese, tacos, 
Enthiladas, not to speak of my 
Italian favourite, the pizza, Veggie 
pizza, cheese pizza... yummy yum! 
We visited the exciting world of 
Disneyland. From land, to sea, a 
trip to Sea World was exciting too. 
This was the Anheuser-Busch 
Theme Park, Shamu, the killer 
whale displayed his many water 
tricks. Dolphins played about in the 
water. A dancing fountain 
highlighted by coloured lights, 
played to music. 
“6p ould you like to go to 
space?” asked my uncle's 


“Of course!” 
So, it was great fun at NASA, at 
Alabama, where, | saw alll needed 
to know about space and rockets. 
Knowing that | was a pop fan, 

my aunt took me to Memphis, 
Tennesse, the home of Rock King 
Elvis Presley. It is a name that 
lingers in the heart of every music 
lover. Itwas a fantastic experience, 
going through the museum that was. 
made from his huge palace-like 
home. Crowds of tourists like me 
swarmed all over the place. 

he eight weeks passed like 

eight hours. It was now time for 
me to leave my uncle's home. | 
began to pack my brimming 
‘suitcase. My heart was full of mixed 
feelings as | bid my uncle's family 
goodbye. 





Chaarulatha Mani, 
aged 14, 
Sishya, Madras, 


ae: 
TRUE EXPERIENCE & 


It was my mother’s birth- 
day. 

“Ll drop you both in 
school,” said my father. My 
mother teaches in the 
school | go to, 

We took our perches on 
the scooter, and were off. 
My father is a very cautious 
rider, and as always, was 
riding on the extreme left. To 
our right was a van. An auto 
driver, attemp- 
ted to over- 
take us bet- 
ween us and 
the van. Inthe 
Process (it was 
sudden), he hit 
our scooter. 
and zoomed 


‘Our aid too. 

Soon, father was sent to 
hospital in an auto. My 
mother went with him. 

Ahead scan was taken. 
The doctors informed my 
mother that father’s 
condition was very serious, 
He was kept under 
observation for twenty-four 
hours. a 

After that, the doctors 

said that he 
was out of 


PRICELESS GH 


away. 

We allhad a nasty fall. My 
7 mother and | were not hurt, 
But father was bleeding from 
his ears despite the helmet. 
My friend’s father who saw 
the accident. got off his 
scooter and came to help. 
Several teachers came to 





a miraculous escape for 
him. 

“This is the best birthday 
gift | have ever received,” 
breathed my mother, glad 
that father was out of 
danger. 

M.Aparna, aged 10, 

Bangalore - 560 078 





New YEAR STORY 


4 and Sumit were 
Amit brothers aged 
ten and eight 
respectively. They were a 
boisterous and spirited twosome. 
‘Their mother was always saying, 
“Stop playing, and come in and 
change!” or “Come in and do your 
homework.” But the two never 
listened. They were always out 
playing, cycling, and when inside 
the house, watching T.V. or 
reading comics. In short, they 
were a lot like you and me, liking 
all the things that you ought not 
to like, and doing their homework 
last! 

Their mother was always 
scolding them about their 
carelessness, and telling them, 
“You watch too much T.V." But the 
boys did as they pleased. 


B they had other ‘serious’ 
interests as well. Since Amit 
was good at badminton, their 
father put him into some coaching 
classes, Since Sumit was good at 
music, he was sent to a friendly 
uncle’s house to learn to play 
tunes on the casio. 

It was the 27th of December. 
‘The boys returned from school in 
the afternoon, to find their mother 
in bed with a headache. After 
giving the boys something to eat 
and drink, she went back to bed 
and slept till six o'clock, 

She hurriedly got up, washed 


her face and called, “Amit, 
Sumit!” There was no response, 
After a search, she found them at 
the gate, still in their uniforms. 
Their cycles were parked near the 
gate, which meant that they had 
gone for rides, while she had 
slept. And the front door was wide 
open! 

“Get into the LH 
house at once!” their 
mother said sharply. 
The boys looked at | 
her face and knew 
that she was really 
angry this time. 

They quietly went in 


nd that evening, after 
homework, she gave them 
the biggest scolding that they had 





56 cance 














ever received in their young lives. 

So, the next morning, when 
they woke up, Amit and Sumit 
dressed quietly for school, without 
the usual umpteen reminders 
from their mother, Before they 
left, Amit said, “Mummy. Sumit 
and I have made a New Year 
Resolution. We are going to be 








ad 


exactly as you want us to be. We'll 
study more, and cut down on our 
playing, cycling and TV. 
watching.” 

Their mother found that hard 
to believe, But she smiled and 
said, “Let's see.” 


wo weeks passed, Amit and 
Sumit were models of good 


behaviour. ‘They sat down to 
study after they had changed out 
of their uniforms. They hardly 
ever went on their cycle rides. 
And playing was restricted to 
Sundays only. 
Books and shoes were no 
longer scattered all over the 
place, Their rooms were 
always spic and span. 
Amit and Sumit seemed 
subdued too, They were 
no longer as high- 
spirited as before. 
Perversely, their mother 
now felt odd. 
“I don't feel comfortable at 
all,” she told their father, 
“Though it’s I who scolded 
them and made them this 
way, I don't like it that they 
are so good! They even iron 
their uniforms themselves 











these days!" 

‘Their father just smiled in 
rep 

“The badminton racket is 
hanging idly,on the wall,” said 
their mother, “And there is the 
casio, unused for two weeks now. 
I don’t want them to be so goody- 
goody, that they don’t do anything, 
else but study.” 





that evening, she called her 
Sens and said, “I never said 
you can't go cycling or to your 
usual classes. I just wanit you to 
devote more time to your 
lessons...” 

“Ma,” Amit grinned, “But you 
did mean that, You were always 
after us to clean up, do our 
homework, more cleaning up and 
more studies... You never liked it 
if we watched TV. because you 
yourself are not in the habit of 
doing so.” 

His mother nodded her head, 
smiling, for Amit was being so 
logical! She had no interest in TV. 
programmes at all. How right he 
was! 





“But mummy,"Amit said 
after a moment, “Sumit and 
I have a confession to 
make... We never really 
turned new leaf all on our 
own...” 

“What do you mean?” 
asked their mother, 

“Well...” said Sumit 
grinning, “The LV. is out of 
order for one...” 

“And both our eycles are to be 
taken to the repair shop. Mine 
has a puncture, and Sumit’s 
cycle’s brakes have to be 
repaired...” Understanding 
dawned in their mother’s eyes. 

“And Amit's badminton coach 
is out of town,” said Sumit, “My 
casio teacher is down with the 
flu...” 

“And we still read comies when 
you are not around!” finished 
Amit. 





heir mother grabbed a 

y cushion to fling it at her 
naughty sons, but her smiles gave 
way to laughter. The boys began 
to laugh too. 

Sometime later, the boys ran 
out to play as usual, before ‘the 
resolution’, 

But only after they had 
promised their mother, “We'll 
come in an hour to have a bath, 
change and study.” 

And that’s how they really 
changed for the better! 


SHEELA NAYAK 


corer 
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1u looked into the mirror. How she 
wished she had a smarter dress to wear. How she 
wished she could wear make-up! How she wished, 
She remembered the scene she had had with her mother 
that evening. 
“No, you are only thirteen years old, and that’s no age to wear make- 
‘up,” she remembered her mother’s firm voice telling her, “Of course, I want 
you to go to this party and enjoy it too, but not with make-up and awful 
clothes!" 

Ttwas Anu’s first almost grown-up party. Her friend, Gowri, was hosting 
a New Year Party in her house. Gowri’s mother had allowed the girls to 
have the party till ten o'clock that night, 

‘Till now, Anu had attended only birthday parties with cake-cutting and 
boisterous party games. This party was different. It was a New Year Party! 
She was sure the others would be 


dressed in party clothes with accessories 
to match and...She wanted to burst into 

tears, but, 
‘Are you ready, Anu?” hér mother's voice 











‘Anu gave herselfa last weak smile 
in the mirror and walked out of the 


ordes of excited girls 
vere trooping into Gowri's 
house. The big hall had 
been decorated with 
streamers and 
festoons, and 
















the furniture had been moved 
out of the way. A big music system with 
7 age speakers was blaring outloud fst music 
“Wow!” exclaimed Anu's mother, “Gowri seems to be 

doing it in style, isn’t she’ 
Anu got out of the car, her heart beating fast with excitement, 
“Bye!” she waved to her mother, and she 
walked into Gowri’s house, 

{il" Gowri greeted her, 

“Hil” returned Anu, looking around 
her, “Aren't your parents in?” 

“No,” replied Gowri grinning 
naughtily. “They've gone to a party at 
a friend's place. Go on in and join the 
gang!” 

The other girls were standing 
around in groups, talking, laughing 
and giggling. 

‘Anu shyly went forward and joined 
hor group, 

“Hi, Anu!” Swapna her best friend greeted 
her, Swapna was wearing a bright green and 
yellow ghagra choli. She was wearing heavy 
kkajal, and bright lipstick. Beside her, Neeta, Anju, Meena and Shwetha’ 
‘were dressed in dresses or tights with colourful tops. ‘They wore lipstick too, 


‘Aneetone| 
in bright:yellow, She felt terribly 
out ofplace. She wished her mother 
could see how her friends were 
dressed. 

Why are you looking like 
inderella?” Anju giggled, and the 
others laughed too. Anu went red 
with embarrassment. 

“My mother didn't allow me to 
wear anything else,” she replied, 
“What could I do?” 

“TIL help you,” said Ratna, 
opening her bag, “I've got 
some lipstick and eye-tiner, 
and some — ha 
clips....Come with 
me...” 

‘The group 
































‘Why are you 

looking like 
Cinderella?” 

Anju giggled, 

and the others 
laughed too. 















































ragged Anu into one tinier bedrooms { 
‘And they proceeded to make her face and 
hair up with great enthusiasm, 


‘Asi tooked at herself in the mirror, God! Was that awful 
looking apparition really her? She gasped out aloud. \ 
“You look great, yaar,” Anju exclaimed. 
Anu looked doubtful 
“It really looks good,” gushed Ratna, “How colourful you look now!” 
“Look like some kind of bright painting,” thought Anu, “And do I really 
look great?” 

She wasn’t sure, but she didn’t let herself bother about that now. She 
looked just like the others, and she didn't feel left-out anymore, 

‘The girls had a great time, Anu enjoyed herself thoroughly. 


tten, the parents of the different girls came to pick them up, Anu’s 
parents came too. Their eyes widened when they saw Anu's drastically 
changed apearance, 
‘That's when Anu remembered 
her make-up. 
“Did you enjoy the party?” 
her mother asked in the car, 
“Oh, yes! Tdid!” 
“And what's all that 
colour on your face?” her 
father laughingly asked 
her, 

“Don’t make fun of 
me, daddy,"Anu wailed, 
“Do Took good?” 

“Well...” her father 

replied, "I don’t know 
what to say...” 
Back at home, Anu ran 
to the mirror to look at 
herself again. Her mother 
came up behind her. 
Her face was in blotches 
lof req and pink. Actually, 
t looked avs tal! 








Anu looked 
through 
the mirror, and 
saw her mother’s 
lip’s twitch. 
She began to laugh. 
Her mother began 
to laugh 
too. 
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Ate man was 
once afraid that he 
might go to hell. So he 
prayed to Lord Vishnu 
‘The Lord appeared to 
him in a dream, 

“What do you want?” 
asked the Lord 

“Lord,” said the rich 
am afraid 1'l go 
to Hell, How do I escape 
it? 

“By doing good deeds 
and chanting my name 
always,” Lord Vishnu 
replied, 

“But how will I know 
when I am going to die? 
“You will be warned: 
you'll grow old,” said the 

Lord 

‘The rich man woke up. 

“Why should 1 begin 
doing good deeds now 
itself?” he thought, “Let 
me grow old—I'll do them 
then,” 

© several years 
assed. The | rich 
man's hair turned gr 
then white, He dyed his 
hair black and told 
himself, “I am not old as 
yet” 




































Then his eye-sight boygan to fail 
He bought himself’ a pair of spectacles and 
“Why! Fen see eo well! Tam not yet 





‘Then, a fow years later, his Weeth fell out, one 
by one. He got a pair of dentures made, and 
thought, “Iam not ald as yet 

‘Then one day, he died. 











Yama deagged his soul away, he protested, 
Lord Vishnu promised me that he'd warn 
me of approaching death! He didn't! You can't take 
nu fool! said Yarna, “The lord did warn you, 
bbut.you ignored them, You dyed your hair black, 
sported spectacles and dentures, and thought 
yourself young. You only decieved yourself! 

It was too late for the rich man, when he 
realized his folly 














KOLAR KRISHNA IYER 


CYCLE TIPS — 

How exciting it is to 
buy your first bicycle! 

The joy of holding the 
shiny bars in your hands, 
the clear ringing of the 
bell... What pleasure it is! 
But, as the months go by, 
the shine of the cycle 
lulls, and it loses much of 


HO 


After cleaning with water, 
wipe off all the water 
marks thoroughly from the 
bell, handle bar, spokes, 


Se 
TO 


MAINTAIN 


oe BICYCLE 


its charm. Why? It’s simple 
— lack of maintainance! 
A cycle can be a prized 
possession indeed, if 
maintained properly. 

Here are a few tips on 
how to maintain your 
bicycle: 


Wash your cycle with 
clean water once or twice 
a week, depending on 
the frequency ot use. 


fods and other chromium- 
plated areas, to prevent 
rusting. Even rubber tyres 
react to dampness, and it 
is better that the cycle is 
left in the sun for a while, 
to dry completely. 


Apply grease to all the 
joints for smooth action. 
You can even lightly rub 
kerosene on all the rods to 
prevent rust. Keep your 





cycle in the shade, prefer- 
ably inside the house, so 
that it may have less ex- 
posure to the wind and 
tain. Always keep a rag 
under the seat of your 
cycle. This may come in 
handy to wipe off dirt or 
stains, before use. 


Maintenance involves 
‘another aspect too — 
that is how carefully you 
use your cycle. Avoid all 
bumps on the road, and 
apply the brake as spa- 
tingly as possible. Don’t 
tide too fast and halt sud- 
denly at a speed breaker. 


Don’t stand on one side of 


the cycle, and ride. 
Your ‘heroic’ acts will 
hurt both you ai 
your cycle. 


Look after your cycle 
like you would look after 
your pet. There is a boy, 
Ganesh, in my colony, 
who even celebrates a 
birthday for his cycle by 
distributing sweets! How 
thoughtfully we worship all 
tools and metal things, 
including cycles, on Ayuda 
Puja Day! The idea is, to 
respect everything that 
serves us, And true respect 
to things is reflected in the 
way you keep them. 

LALITHA RAMESH 
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here are many animals in the world which are 
becoming extinct without us even knowing it. Take 

the example of the panda—ths animal is known to have 
lvedinthe worl for about two mition years, which almost 
a5 od as us humans, But ts population has reduced 50 
‘much, that there are only about 1,000 of them all around 
the world. This includes the Zoos which have been 
distributed with pandas from China, where they are mainly 
found 

“The reason forthe decrease isthe greedy poachers that 
hunt tne animal forts fur And bamboo, which isthe food 
source forthe pandas, & being Used throughout Asia for bulding 
purposes, 

it is obvious thatthe panda wil son become extinct. We must 
protect other such beautiful animals from dying out too. Fifteen 
Species of endangered animals ae hiding in the gr here. Ty find 
them with the help of the ist given 





KMP OS QUI DW BX Ww 
oRAMSTUVKBAMA 
AOLMKRTUS CNMUL 
LG@NSCLABARDUUL 
ADNAPEFGKIINA 
POKDLNRKWX CMB 
oLDMAOVTS ROT Y 
KPJBTIG@ERSOVUL 
AHR EYORWYUT SO 
NIAUPUTAPPOOT 
GNIOUROATIOTION 
ASX WSMUVXSAUA 
RYEX MH ADP S KN HE 
owpdAOBA AR UDA P 
OMRDLT KRLMOUE 
opus yYMINKMREL 
KFROGGNSWHALE 


i 
i 





Kangaro< 
Doiphin Whate 





Remember, there pecies on the brink of 


extinction tool 5 
Sangeetha Sriram, aged 13, 
Austral 
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Both George Bernard 
Shaw and Gilbert Kieth 
Chesterson, were known 
for their wit. Bernard 
Shaw did not smoke or 
drink. He was a 
vegetarian and had a small 
appetite. He was lean and 
thin in appearance. 
Chesterson, on the 
other hand, was fat. He 
was fond of food, and ate 


OANA 


ANECDOTES 


THE 
BABOON 


Lie abraham Lincoln 
"98 issue of Goda, 
ni Vivekananda was quick in 
repartee to 

Tn Bengali, the word "baboo' is 
used as an equivalent of Mr 
When the Swami was in London, 
there was a question-answer session 
alter a lecture. Knowing tha the 








FAMINE IN ENGLAND? 

















Swami was from Bengal, a 
Scottishman asked in a mocking, 
tone, “Whar is the difference 

between a ‘baboo' and a 

‘baboon’? 

“Oh not much,” was the 
Swami’s instant reply, “Ieis 
like the difference between a 
sot and a Scot - the 
difference of a letter.” 





































Compiled by 
G. Divya Malar, 
Std. VII, 
Kanyakumari Dist. 












Sunitha (in an angry mood) : Do you 
have any sense left in you? 
Sunandha : Why, didn’t you borrow 
{t from me the other day? 

Kavitha and Gitanjali 


C Q : A thing which makes us dry, 
bout gets wet itself! What is itt 
Ny A: Towel! 
na. 









well. Chesterson once told Shaw, 
“if you go to India, the people there 
will think that there’s a famine in JK 
England,” 

“They might,” replied Shaw, 
“and Lam sure they will known the 
cause of the famine when they see 
you.” 


N ANECDOTES 

















\ patiently fora while, the minister got 
‘up and admitted that he had indeed 
married a 21 year-old-girl, He 
paused fora moment. There was a 
shocked silence in parliament 


Compiled by 
Manuj Ori, Std. Vil, 


four years ago, and not this week, as 
alleged.” 
‘There were peals of laughter from 
embers 
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Wire the tate Present Me. 
Fakurrudin Ab Ahmed 
he 












questioned him on an 
unconfirmed report 
that he had married a 





Q + Poel of cal, mile of pl, age of 
lon hal am 1? 


A: Cow! 


» Q : Itgoesall around the house. 


f What is it? 
ly), A: Broom! 
we B.L. Rohith, aged 13, 


Bangalore - 10. 
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Places Of Interest 





am S, Mathangi, studying in the lind std., in the Asian School, 
| Bahrain. 
The name Bahrain, means “Two Seas’. It is made of thirty-three 
islands. Manama, the capital of Bahrain, is one of these islands. The 
people here speak Arabic. They are very friendly and co-operative, 
English is also spoken. 
Dinar is the currency of Bahrain, His Highness Shaikh Isa Bin Salman 
AI Khalifa, is the Amir of Bahrain. 















ahrain is famous for its pearls and dates. 
Bi has many beautiful parks, beaches 
and zoos. Some of them are Adhari Park, 
Water Garden, Salmania Gardens, Andulas 
Gardens, Marina Beach, Zalac Beach, etc. 
Bahrain is an absolutely neat country. We 


BAHRAIN 


can see jewellery shops 
everywhere. There is a 
I building which has many 

F jewellery shops, which is 

known as Gold Souk. There 

are temples, mosques and 
churches here. 

The National Day of 
in is celebrated on 
16th of December every 
year: June, July, August 
y and September are 
summer months. 
November, December 

and January are winter 

months 
S. Mathangi, aged 6, 
Bahrain. 





























one another. 
1. There is a primate called the 


2. In Alaska you may spot a bird called the 


3, Silk is spun from a silk-moth’s. 
4 


5. “Lara's theme” isa lovely old. 





6. There a dried fruit known as the pitted 


Fill in these blanks. All the answers rhyme with 








les are affected by the pull of the: 
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JUST_AT HOME 





lomething told Balaji that 
things were not going well 
with Kutti. He had been 
unusually quiet since their last 
‘outing. 

“wonder what is 

bothering him,’ thought 
Balaji as he walked onto the 
verandah to meet Kutti. 

Kutti stayed very quiet as 
Balaji dusted and oiled him 
‘and pumped aiir into his tyres. 
Balaji couldn't stand the 


silence any longer. 
“What's been bothering 

you Kuti?" he burst out, 
“Did | say something to hurt 
your feelings? Tell me! What's 
the point being friends if we 
can't talk to each other 
freely?” 

To his astonishment, Kutti’s 
frame began to shake with 
sobs, 

“Kuti, Kutti. Stop crying. 

Are you ill? What's wrong? 






(ee PADMA'S, 





‘Oh Balaji. I’m not ill, but | 
am really tired, Something is 
very wrong with me. Ever 
since that day | got stuck in 
quick-sand, it’s been very hard 
for me to fly. | tried to take off 
the other day, and | couldn't. 
You can put me back in the 
shed, if you like. I'm of no use 
to you anymore.’” 


“K, : 
utti, Kutti, you silly little 
bicycle,"’ Balaji shook his 
head. 

“| should have been more 
sensitive. | should have 
understood that our trips were 
exhausting you. But what Is 
this nonsense about putting 
you back into the shed? | 
loved you the minute | saw 
you, before | had any idea 







a 
that you were a magic 
bicycle. I'll always look after 
you, Kuti, I'll ide you to 

school everyday after it 
reopens in January.” 


‘6s 
Come on, Kutt let's go 
con alittle ride.”” 

“Where to?” 

“Nowhere in particular. 

Just along the mud road 
behind the house. | always 
wondered where it lead.’” 
The path was damp and 
dark from the mérning’s 
drizzle, The sun had come 
out, though, so it was ai very 
pleasant afternoon, Balali 
and the bicycle bumped 
along, trying to avoid the 
bigger potholes. 
“Hey, Balaji! Hey!"* 
Balajj tightened on the 
breaks and dlis- 
mounted. It was. It 
couldn't be. It was 
Yes, there was no 
mistaking those 
green eyes! Luc, 
from Belgium! 
“What on earth 
are you doing here, 
Luc?” asked Balai. 
“it’s wonderful to 
see you again!’ 
“My parents 
decided to move 





to India,’’ said Luc, "So 
we're going to be here for 
quite a while, now! How's 
your flying bicycle? Can | 
take a ride on him? How do 
you like my bike? He doesn’t 
fly of course.” 

“Neither does mine any 
longer. He's getting a little 
old, you see.”” 


“H. 
jow do you like India, 

Luc? Balaji asked as they 
cycled along together. 
“Quite a lot. | miss Belgium 
sometimes, but there are so 
many nice things in India, The 
sun is so warm and big 


always, And the rains are 
lovely, the way they thunder 
on the streets during the 
monsoon."” 
As Balaji lay in bed that 
night, he could hear bull-rogs 
croaking in the pond. The 
crickets began their 
rhapsody. Now and then a 
house gecko chiruped. 
“Luc is right, India is a 
beautiful land, It was wonder- 
ful to visit all those other 
places with Kuti, but this is 
the country | love the most. It 
will always be home." 
‘Concluded 





CHRISTMAS Bm. 
THECORA REEFS 





THEY WERE BUSY DECORATING. 
THE CORALS FOR CHRISTMAS. 
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‘They only grow in water 
that’s neither too hot 
nor too cold. 








‘They take so long to 


grow to this size, too! } 


Let's hope that with Chitra, we can preserve our 
coral reef and the many other beautiful ecosystems 
that exist on this earth. It's been fun writing for 
you. Hope you've enjoyed these pages! 

Bye! 





happily ever after! 








Padma 























ITHAPPENED TO ME _ very tiny in size. When my cousins 


is Roppened: during cur S0%., mat wt, wos: leaking, at 
cenual holidays. hod gone something, they too came running 
3 motive ploce in Mon © fo see what it was, We stood 
lore, Rete long journey, be | re ine aes serine Ly 
wos excied, forleaudhorety weit Shek, ard fhe way they bin 
to see my cousins. Y OEE 
eeat Itwas lunch time, and our aunt 
My cousin's neighbours had called us in for lunch. We all ran 
z v in. While we were eating, 
my perioppat exclaimed, 
"A cobra is about to 
gobble those young 
birds.” 








ran towards that 
banana tree and 
gave ita kick, The cobra, 
disturbed and frightened, 
slithered away. | left my 
lunch half-eaten and ran 

| outside. 
‘Two little birds were 


: S 
E’ missing. The cobra had 
swallowed them. 
That night, | was 
unable to sleep. Isn't it 
B Ba sad readers, that the 


two chicks became th 
dogs and ducks as their pets. | cobra’sfoal? 
had a lovely time playing with my 


cousins. Then one day, | dis- A, Anusooyadevi, 
covered something on the banana _ aged 13, 
tree behind the house. Coimbatore - 25 


P Dear Anusooya, 
it was a nest. In it, were three You have not given your complete address. 
really cute cuckoo chicks, very, Mote snd tious oa 


can 


ey 






Ort te BIA mnsaencsmmccon 


I thet med Mary, Sho was promised ia 
marriage to J s id, "Tho 


Y 
the angel, 
baby, he was puzzled, 
jo him ina dream 


JFSus is Boh 








Gunoewer 













rudely. 
im in any ian 








2, Emperor Augustus ruled 
He gave orders fora 
af all the peopl 
a had fo register himself in 





land, Every 
his home 
Joseph's home tows was Bethlehem in 
Judses, Taking Mary with him 
oreph travelled to Bethlehem from N 
Ut wae dificult time for shepherds were tending to ther lacks at night. 
almost ime forthe baby to be ‘An angel appeared before them. The 
was very ticed. Finally, they reached shepherds were tertified. 
Bethlehem, and it was sight. 


82) 














" asid Joseph in gratitude 
in come fields, 2 few 













“Uhave 


some good news for you. The Lord's son has 
been bore, He's Iying in & manger nearby, 
ed in some strips of cloth 

enough, the shepherds fourd baby 
tho mange, and were over 


Ane wise men from the East were 
ing before King Herod of Jud 
Whereis the baby born to be the king of 
Jews?” they asked Herad, 
the east, and have come to worship him.” 
King Herod was very upset, 
am king here,” he thought, 
another king be bora?” 
I his priests and asked, “Where 
is the child bora?” 



















hie star in 





“How ean 











0 is, or F want to 





found th 





That night, God wa 
"Do nat go back to He 
owe courte 

‘And an angi 
"Exeape with the 
fi tall you when to return 

‘Sure enough, when Hered casliced thatthe 
wize men from the eatt had tricked him, he 
was furious. He gave orders that all children, 








dram, 





ppeared to Joseph 











two years of age and below, should be put to. | 


death in Bethlehem! 
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by to Egypt. Stay there 











Dance, Dancel 


De some quich thinbing ~ Guess 
what thete dances 
India 


and, which 
1g to 

















| /LoBLEPHANTS MUST 
BE PAT. ONLY THEN ARE 
THEY CONSIDERED 
WEALTHY. 





ArPu, STOP FORA 
MOMENT, AND. 
IMAGINE YOURSELF 
THiNeee sind LEAN! ) 









OW! NO Lo) 00%, 
LIKE AN O¥ER-GROWN 
Mouse! 


ar 


a 
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ENDANGERED SPECIES 





DANCE, DANCE! 1) Odissi, from Orissa; 2) Manipuri from Manipur. 


counoests 





Weurs — 


About 150 schools in 
Britain have joined the Eco- 
schools project, an Europe-wide 
initiative to 
environmental awareness 
among children through a 
programme of activities 



























Did you know that... 5200 panse own toe be 

* Researchers atthe University of 

THE RICHES — * Rice, wheat and maize supply California, USA, have extracted 2 

almost 60 percent of the calories and. substince from a West African plant 

OF PLANET proteins human beings derive from which is said to be 100,000 times 
plans? Humans use only 150 t0 200 sweeter than sugarane! 

Plants for food, whereas 10,000 to * From wid pineapples found in 





Norway, a club for children 
started a few years ago by the 
Society for the Conservation of 
‘Nature now has a sizeable 
membership of 15,000, The 
main aim of the club is to get 
children to love nature so that 
they take care of it. 

Local groups of ‘eco- 
detectives’ — as the members of 
the club (aged between 5 and 
14) are called — meet regularly 
after school hours. They make 
bird’s nests, go for nature walks, 


involving the curriculum. 
‘Awards are presented to schools 
completing the programme. 

In February 1995, the British 
Government launched a ‘Going 
for Green’ campaign as part of 
its continuing commitment to 
sustainable development. 


Tn another Europedin country, 





South America. breeders have imported high freshwater fish species — three times more chan 
sugar content anda distant wild fruit favour to in any other country. 
cultivated varieves? " Forest-dwelling indigenous (native) people 


Thailand is estimated to have as many as use at lease 1200. plane species for medicinal 
1,000 species of freshwater fish, out of which purposes? 
‘only475 have been documented, BrazinSouth Mare 


‘America, is believed to have more than 3,000 remota one wa ber) 















bird-watching or fishing, write 
poems and songs, or organise 
clean-up campaigns, And most 
important, the children don’t 
just talk about doing things, they 
actually do them, 


The children’s enthusiasm 
has won praise from Norway's 
Prime Minister, Gro Harlem 
Brundtland, who said, “By 





being eco-detectives, children 
show in practice that everybody 
can do something, and that 
every step in the right direction 
is of importanc 


ACHAL NARAYANAN 





Tra platoon thse four pages show 
n0up of America sceolelildee fading 
thai feet euldeors, They have formed 
pune ox their ew! 
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like normal hearts lke 
yours and mine thet go 
“Wub.ubJub’, Michael's heart 
‘rent ‘dub dub cb’ followed 
by a ‘dmnmr... Dont be 
pudled, for Mike's heartfelt 
desire was to own 0 bike 
sonedy. 
apa said "No probles!” 
‘but Mama said “Not”. And her 
‘word counted. At last he relented and 
decided to get him a bike on his nineteenth 
birthday. 

‘The great birthday arrived, and the keys 
were duly handed over to Mike. is sister 
Nancy joined wholeheartedly in the celeb 
ions, hoping Lo be dropped al achoo! al 
least once @ weak, 


The fly had decided to go for a 
movie thal evening And Mike's cousia Tarun 
vas to join them too. That was because 
Nike had planned to drive his new bike to 
the theatre that evening, and Mama hod 
serious double about his capability to do 
some levelheaced riding without sufficient 
practise, Thal why Tarun hud been invited, 
to rice pion behind Mike and make eure 
hhe drove slowly 

Pa, Ma and Nancy went first inthe foily 
cor They atid that they would buy the tick 
eta and wait for Mike and Tarun outside 
the theatre 

“It's gelling late, Mike Tarun called out 
But Mike was all busy dressing, making sure 
tha he looked ae anart us his now bike. AL 
foat when he was ure thal he was looking 
goad, he handed over the house keys to 
‘Tarun, and walked over to the bike. He 
started it, and rewed the engine a few 
tines, just to get the Feel of il Just as 





‘Torun was about. to lock the house, the teh 
phone rang 


Mite” he cae cut after ansrerng 
it "A call for your 
Mike ron inside to answer the call 
“Hi, Mike," cae the voice at the other 
fend, "I's me, Jay, Remenber Raj” 
Ray? Mike answered, “Oh, you mean that 
giy who migrated to Singapore? 
“Thats him,” replied Jay. "Now he’s here.” 
ike looked around the room. 
"I don't sce him," he aa 
"Mle’s here: at my house, allt” Jay an 
ssrered, “And he wanls to Ace you 
Reclly? Fantastic! But wail! {an going 
‘ul ight now. Cant 1 ce him tomorrox?” 
'No. He's here on a short vacation.” Raj 
replicde's leaving tomorrow. We're hav 
ing 0 small party here, Most of our school 





STORIES FROM OUR READERS 











Torun was siting on a soft, patiently 
viting for hin 

ook 
Aight not ox 


d Mike, “Tam going out. 1 
Don't wail 
for me. And I am taking the bike, okay?” 
No, FH take i.” Tarun was cut off by 
Nike's abrupt "Lam taking i 
‘And Mike vanished, before: Tarun could 





for the movie, 


reply 
ike, Mike 
He heard the sound 








tnd nccelersted, and... He rushed 
tthe house, Mike und his bike were 


nowhere to be seen, 








Whol. shll | do now? I guess il go to the 





fhionds are here, Why don't you join ust" 







loonily, “Il come: 
aj yelled at th 
omic casscllca, We want some 
al hits, okay? 


other end, 











ul the phone down, pulling a 





to the theatre, 


Th was 945 pm. The movic over, the 
fanily with Tarun were returning home. 

hope Mike is back nov." said Ma, wor: 
tied. 

Rs an average film," asi Pa, “Mike 
cli mins mach 











“Van wortied about Mike, " sid Ma, 
“There arc 40 many accidents these day” 

"Come a, Ma” ssid Nancy. “Mike is not 
‘baby anymore” 

Jusl as they reached the gales, the 
lreat lights weak off 

“Looks like the curreat hs gone of” 
sit Nency. 

a parked the oat, and the fanily got 
foul, Tarun went to unlock the: door 


Sysdeny a igure detached ite fom 
the shadows, und appeared before them 
wns a police constable 

No 4, lind Avene?” he asked. 

“Yor,” said father. 

“Yon lve here!” 
flor sid again, 

"Do you own bike?” 

“Yes,” ssid Nancy proudly 

He asked forthe mk and the registra: 
ion number. Then he comered father at 
the end off the driveway and sak! some 
ting 

“What? An vocident? Where? When? 














low?” 

The officer explained everything, and 
«sid. “We wail you to come and identify 
the person” 

“Wo! This cant happen to Mitel” Mother 
cried cut. Whol she had feared all along 
td happened nov. 

Saskcaly. they heard loud abck 
1k came fom the darkness of the house 
‘Then come Tanun’s desperate cries 

“HELP! HELD he wus shouting, Father 


* nd the policeman hurried inside. 


“Who isi" the policeman shouted. Suck 
cdenly the lighte came on, Tarun wad stan 
ing face to face with Mike! 

“MIKE cried father. Mother rushed in 
sie to hug him, 

“You are: aafe, Mike. Thank God, you 
are male,” the said and cromted hersel. 

Torun ras ail nn alate of nbuolute hock 

“Hey! Cheer upt | just played a practicul 
joke on you.” Mike maid 

“But, you were trying to kill me. 1 would 
hnwve died” Tarun exclaimed, I though you 
‘rere going fo strangle mel” 

“L should ill you for wha you did fo 
ne" Mike's tone suddenly became serious. 

What do you mean?” Tarun 
eked. 

“You know wha. you did,” 
Mike said, “Dont you? You 
flocked me up in the house, 
idiot 


Tan blinked. Ae he 
askod sft, Did IF 
“Yea, you did” 
“Butt heard you take the bik.” 











“Are you crazy? IL was you 
‘who took the bike.” 

"No, | did not” 

I did not toot” 

"Then who did” 

Nobody could answer this, Ra: 
ther peeped out of the window 
to ace ifthe bike was ail there, 
outside, 

"No, it is not there,” he said, 
and the two began quarreling 
gain 

“Shut up both of you!” fe 
ther ordered. “Wil you kindly ex 
plain what really hoppened? 

Explanations came pouring out 

“Ttold Tarun that. | would take: the bike. 
But | did not, I hacl gone up to get some 
ccussctics which my friend had asked for, 


tnd Torun, axsuning that | had et already, 
locked the doors nd went. aay! aakl Mike 
ang 


“low could | know that. you were: up- 
tire? I heard someone art the bike anc 
1 thought it was you!” Tarun cried. But, be: 
fore they could art. World War Il, the con 
stable intervened. 


‘Go. Mike. When you were called on 

Ue phone, wha. did you do? 

T hurried inside 

"Where was the bike, then?” 

“Ontside.” 

"And. the keys” 

"The keys, the keys, I think, I ffl iin 
Ue bike.” Mike ea, alonly. 


cluimed. 
Mike could nol understand the areas 


ucklenly, he realized whol had happened, 
and groaned, "Oh, God! 

“What happened?” asked Nancy. 

"Someone alole the bike,” Tarun told 
her. 

“hod, you made the job eusy for hin." 
father told Mike 

“That's why I never wanted Lo get him a 
bike,” Mother said 
Now, wil you please come and ace the 
pperton who has met with the accident? ie 
‘mul be the thief” the Constable sad, "Your 
bike is beyond any degree of repain” 

Mike was shattered! 

Tverybody felt sorry for Mike. “I missed 
a favourite fil, n get-together and my bik, 
allon my bithday” he groaned, sinking into 








“Tantastic, you think that you FefL the sof 
keys in the bike? And, you left the: bike N. Aarthi, 
cutside. Wonderfill” the constable ex- Madras - 600 028. 


‘customer : I would like to try on 
‘that dress near: 


near the window. 
jan : Sorry sirt You will 
Soleo use the dressing FOO. 


R. Krishnan, ai 
, aged 13; 
M.A.K. School, Nedra 





eam (hoe a ls 


Diwali day last year, stray 
dog entered our-door_ it 
looked very hungry My 


mother gave t some leftover food to 
eat 

From that day, the dog sat at our 
door, guarding it. It wagged its tail 
when it saw us, and barked at intrud 


I il NIK 
ts ak right, My parents considered it 
Signet uence 


many times. But it just would not 
leave 


ne evening, my father's Friend 
camehome, andwe all decided 


togo for a movie My father’s friend 
perched my three-year-old brother 
Anukul orhis cycle Some distance 
later, Fnukulthrusthis leg intothe cy 
cle wheel, and was igured He was 
bleeding profusely We returnedhome, 
when my father said,“ best that we 
gotoadoctor” 

Soweallleft forthe doctor's clinic 
The doctor examined 
thelegandsaidthat we 
would have to wat, for 
he would have to putin 
afew stitches 


A 


pain 
“Could yougohome 








nukul was cry 
ing loudly, out of 


‘and get @ cup of hat mikk* my mother 
asked our frend 

“Why not?” said the friend, “Give 
me yourhouse key" 

My Father searched his pockets, 
hile my mother searched her hand: 
bag Nobody had the key! 

‘Our Friend went to our house to 


BUARD) 


check Hewasback infifteenminutes, 
looking excited 

“The key was in the lock and the 
door was open he said 

“Hes angthing .” my father began 

“Mothing 15 missing The dog was 
sitting by the Front door” 

The dog had guarded our 
house for nearly an hour When 
all of us retuned home, the dog 
wagged it tail as usual For the 
first time, my parents looked at it 
uth affection 


TTV. Anennya, 
Karaikal- 609 602, 


STORIES FROM OUR READERS 


t was Appu, the little 
Gssian birthday. He 
was three years old now, 
and would soon be going to 
school. He had no brothers or 
sisters, and was an only child. 
Yet, he was not spoilt. 
Appu was dressed in a 
colourful bermudas and a T- 
shirt. His father had bought 





him a nice pair of sunglasses 
too. 





pu set out for the park 
‘There were little monkey. 
, rabbits and pretty birds 
ing around, He eagerly 
went inside the park and 








looked around 

The sliding board attracted 
him, 
of animals waiting for a chance. 
The animals turned back in 
shock and asked Appu, 
you going to slide down too? 





ind he joined the queue 





re 





But the board will break into. 
pieces. » Didn't you see the 
board, ANIMALS MORE THAN 
250. POUNDS NOT 


ALLOWED?" 
are sheepishly turned 
around to see the board 
Oh! This was too much! 
“But isn’t there anything 1 
could play?’ asked Appu. 
“Why not? There are lots of 
indoor game: 
carrom, trade, etc., 
puppy, “You can play them if 
you find a friend to play with 
you. Now clear off befor 
scare the squirrels and 









a 








Appu went home with a 
heavy heart. ‘That night, he 
told his parents that he wanted 
to become slim as soon as 
possible, His parents, smiled 
at him and said, “Why not, 
Appu?" 








on 





Sn Appu got admiss 
© into a good school. On the 
first day of school, Appu wore 
his red trousers and white shirt 
with red stripes, anda blue 
He took his black school bag 
loaded with books and note- 
books, covered and labelled 
He also took his big 





apple-shaped water bottle, and 
a square double-decker tiffin- 
box which was three times 
bigger than his school bag! He 
waved to his proud mother and 
set out to school. 


(Cia looked around at his 
classmates. There was one 
little jackal frightening a poor 
little chicken; a pretty swan, a 
deer, a calf and a black kitten, 
He liked them all instantly. 
‘They all stared at him and 
whenever he smiled at them, 
they smiled back nervously. 
Soon, the class teacher 
entered, She was a tall giraffe, 
with a gruff voice. 
Appu, sitting on the the first 
bench, adjusted his belongings 
"Awanican Tounisr Wille, whose leon 
a? 
Guide + aris Tipu Sulr’s sharon, 
‘Amanican Tounst + Thov ws ish saln 
shalt beside i 
{Guide + Thar was Tipu Sul’ sklion whe 
re was sl boy 
A. Dexpak Anand, aged 12, 
bay - 90, 























“T became friends. 


next to his chair. 

“You elephant, please get up 
and go to the last bench,” said 
his class teacher. “You're taller 
than the others, 

“Tall and fat,” chuckled the 
jackal, and the whole class 
broke into laughter. Appuwas 
almost in tears. : 

The lunch interval came. 
None of Appu’s classmates had 
a lunch box as big as his. 

“Oh! You eat sooo0 much!” 
exclaimed the chicken, Appu 
felt embarassed. He had just, 
then been thinking that lunch 
had not been enough for him 
‘The calf looked at him and 
smiled. He was sitting in the 
row in front of Appu's. 

Soon Appu and the calf 
‘the others 

were either scared of Appu, or 

1 made fun of him, ‘The jackal 
1 was the one who cfacked jokes 
1 at Appu’s expense often, Appu 
J became sadder and sadder. 
1 “Don't worry! Everything 
1 will be alright,” said the calf 
comfortingly to Appu one day 
‘The jackal had made fun of him 
I before the whole class, and 
VAppu was crying ‘bitterly 
| ying, “Lam fat! Big, fat and 
1 stupid!” 




















One morning, the class 
teacher announced, “To- 
morrow is sports day, All of 
you must participate in some 
event.” 





(on the sports day, the first 
‘event was the running race, 
Appu was not allowed to run 
with his classmates, as they 
were too small and he might 
unknowingly step on them 
However, the sports teacher 
said that Appu could take part 
in a special event, where two 
senior elephants, a camel and 
a lion were to participate. 





ouwderee 





‘Atthe end of the day, Appu 
held aloft the first prize in his 


event! 
Tren the mid-term results 
came, Appu stood first in 
class. He was happy and 
proud, for the whole class had 
clapped for him. 
‘This time, it was the jackal, 
who was the laughing stock 
“Looks like you've been 
laying eggs on your paper, little 
jackal,” the teacher smiled, “It’s 
time you took interest in 
studies!” 





Vidya R., 
Thanjavur. 





This world-famous 
soft drink was born in the 
kitchen of a chemists shop in 
Atlanta, Georgia, in 1886. The 
chemist was John Pemberton. He 
was fond of mixing up various 






concoctions, and was fondly called 


COCA 


"Dr, Pemberton’ 





He was in 
search of asoft drink, which 
‘would be pleasant to drink, 
and novel in its taste. He 
tried out various recipes, 


Days ate related to 
the spin of the earth 
The months are related 
to the phases of the 
moon. The year's related to the 
slow journey of the earth around 
the Sun. Hence none of these 
‘can be varied to suit the whims 
‘and fancies of mankind. But the 
weeks have been as voried os 
the people who used them. 
The ancient Greeks and the 
Romans, divided a month 
Into three weeks of ten 

days each. Some 
West African 
tribes used 


ADdALD 
MIM 


























until he hit upon the right 
concotion —today’scoke. Hesold 
the rights just four years before his 
death, Within forty years COCA 
COLA had become the hot favou 
rite or rather the‘cold favourite’, 


COCA is the 


COLA 


name of a SouthAmerican shrub, 





the world over. 


COLA is the extract from Kola 
nuts, The exact formula or the 
recipe of this soft drinks stilla 
closely guarded secret! 


i four-day-week, An- 
cient Assyrians had six- See 
day-weeks. 


oo 
The  seven-day- == 
=x 


week seems to have 

been made by the 
Babylonians about SN 
4000 years ago. At that <> 
time, only seven <=> 
planets were known — =e 
including the Sun. @—S 
Uranus, Neptune and 

Pluto were unknown ER! 
then — as they are not ——= 
visible to the naked eye. 

The seven days of the 


YuvuveY 


BBOL - comsionmen's 
"Se Seay 
(FP 





week were named after the 
seven planets as Sunday, 
Monday, etc. 

Thus the seven-day-week 
became the accepted system 
throughout the world, When- 
ever someone tried to change 
this, they failed miserably, 
because the general public 
clung to the seven-day-week by 
sheer force of habit! 

In 1792, the French tried to 
inttoduce a decimal ten-day- 





aclian 


——_. 


week to match their matric system, But Napoleon abolished it. A 
Russian effort to start a five-day-week in 1929, and another attempt 
to start a six-day-week in 1932, failed, since the people 


Ignored them. 


THE 


A\ strange sickness kept striking 
the South Iralian pore of Toranto, It 
was said to be caused by the bite of 
theTarantula spider: The only cure for 
this was to dance in mad frenzy until 
all the spider poison was sweated out 
im’s body! 

The special wild dance performed 
is known as the Tarantella dance, It 
caught the imagination of many 
composers by its death-cheating 
rhymes 

The doctors who investigated both 
the disease “Tarantism’, and its cure 
“Tarantella found very little proof for 
the claim that the dance was the ony 
cure for the spider bite. 








Historians have put 
forward a plausible 


RANTELLA DANCE 



















explanation for the 
existance of this strange 
dance. During the pre- 
Christian Era, Toranto was 
the cultural centre for the 
rites of the Greek God 
‘Dionysius’ or the Roman God 
‘Bacchus’, These rites included 
drunken frenzied dancing, feasts and 










mad behaviour. 
The Church forbade this 
cult of Dionysius and the feast 
too. But the dance was too 
popular to be given up! So it 
was continued for a more 
acceptable and respectable 
purpose — as a form of 
medical treatment, It has 
survived as a folk-dance. 


THE FIRST 


ZOO 


‘Zoo! is the short form for 
‘zoological gardens, A zoological garden 
is a place where animals are kept and 
exhibited. The first zoo was 
started as long ago as 1,150 

B.C. by a Chinese 

Emperor! It had many 


K Sa 





kinds of deer, birds and fish in it. Even 
though it was similar to the present 200, 
there was a major difference. Itwas kept 
for the personal amusement of the Em- 
peror, and not for public display, The 
200 was called An Intelligence Park! The 
emperor studied the animals and their 
habits, by watching them at leisure, 












costs a great deal to put together 
and maintains 200. Hence he 200s of 
the past were assembled and owned by 
Kings and lords. Many af them had 
collections care birds, igh and animals 
ofall kinds 
The fist public zoological garden 
vas opened Pai, in 1793, This Was 
The famous Jardin des Pants nit were 
animals, a museum and a batonial 
garden 
The next big zoological garden tobe 
opened waif 1829, Regents Park, 
im London, Then came the zoological 
fens of Berlin, It was begun inthe 
ea 1844, and soon became the finest 
And the best among al the 2008 of the 
‘wor 















































‘The latest concept is to let loose the 
animals in their natural habitat with an. 
adequate supply of good food and 
‘water, so that they feel comfortable, and 
live a natural life — not congested by 
the lack of space and privacy. 








——— STORIES RETOLD FROM THE BIBLE 


THEPRODIGAL SON 


here once lived a rich man who had two sons. 

‘The younger son once asked for his share of his father's 
wealth. Then, taking the money with him, he lefthis native 
land for another country. 

‘There, he lived a wasteful life, not doing any work. He 
had a group of friends who helped him squander away his 
share of wealth. 

Soon, all the money was 
gone, and one by one, his 
‘friends’ left him too. Now 
the young man began 
looking for some work. But 
no one was prepared to give 
him work to do, At last, a 




















rich man employed him to tend 
his herd of pigs, in return for 
some food.But the food was not 
enough for him, and the young 
man went hungry most of the 
time, 

t last, unable to bear the 

hunger, he began to eat the 
food that was supposed to be 
given to the pigs. One day, his 
master saw him eat the pig’s 
food and said, “Eating the 
swine’s food are you? I don't 
want my pigs to starve! Find 
yourself a job elsewhere.” 

“Even the servants in my 
father’s house are healthy and 
well-fed,” thought the young 
man, “I'll return to my country 
and ask my father to let me 
work as his servant.” 
He finally returned to his 

native land. 
H is father was standing 

outside his house, when he 
saw his younger son approaching. 
He recognised him despite his 





dirty and tattered clothes. He ran 
forward, flung his arms around 
his son and kissed his neck. Then 
he called out to his servants, 
“Bring a ring, some fresh robes 
and shoes! 

“Father,” said the son, “Iam 
not fit to be called your son.” 

“Kill a calf, ” said the father 
to his servants, “And let us eat 
and be merry.” 

eanwhile, the elder son 

finished his work on the 
farm and returned home. 
Imagine his surprise, to see his 
younger brother home, amidst 
music and merrymaking! 

‘Angry and disappointed, he 
sat outside the house and 
refused to go in. 

The father came out and 
asked, “Why are you angry? 
Come in and join us.” 

“I will not, father,” said the 
elder son, “I stay with you and 
serve you day and night, but you 
have held no such grand 
celebration for me.” 

“Dear son,” the father said, 
“Your brother was lost and is 
found; he was dead, and now he 
is alive; come and be merry with 
me.” 

‘The elder son understood. His 
younger brother had realized 
what he had lost, and had 
returned home. 

He followed his father into 
the house. 

Merlin Issac, aged 13, 
Velankanni Matric. 
HSS., Madras. 

















E xams. 
results... 
competition. 
These are the words taught to a 
kid as soon as it enters its nursery 
classes. The child has to bear 
the strain of proving to be 
the best in everything, 
Can all children 
be all-ounders? 
As soon as the 
child enters the 
first standard, he 
or she has the burden of getting 
@ good rank to please the 
parents, 

Study something. write your 
exams, get a good rank, then 
forgat about it, seems to be the 
basic principle of education 
today, What happened to the 
education that once meant, 
‘Seek knowledge, and utilise it 
well’? 


| Competition. which was 
once a source of inspiration to 
| Achieve something higher, has 
now become a mere word. 
Healthy competition has lost its 
meaning. Each one tries to pul 
the other down. in their struggle 
to reach the top. Education, 
which was once a grounding for 
moral values, has become a 
playground for malpracti- 
ses, 

More than the 
children themselves, 





| 


THE 
BURDEN OF gent child, 
EDUCATION 








it is the parents 
who are compe- 
titive, 

“'MrX’s son has scored 90%, 
and you have scored just 85%. 
Why don’t you work harder?"” 
are questions that shatter 
the confidence of any 
happy, intelli- 



















Exams, whi- 
ch were once 
meant to test the individual's 
capacities and capabilities, 
have now started governing 
their lives. Children are forced 
to study forlong hours. The habit 
of relaxation by play- 
ing and participating, 
in other activites is 
now totally lost, 

Should our lives 
continue thus. ? 

ASrilakshmi, 





Seiball Bazan Sa 


oming down from 
the Chotanagpur 
ills, we saw the 


river Subarnarekha glint- 
ing in the wintry sun, A 
group of Santhal men and 
women were siting on the 
bank of the river. The men 
were dressed in 

clean dhotis and / 1 


shirts, and the 








women in 









colourful saris, They were 
eating their meal of flat- 
tened rice and molasses 

We had come down to 
the river for the past few 
days, but had not seen 
them before. We wonder- 
ed what had brought them 
here today. 


The Santhals were a friendly lot. 
his is our day to visit the weekly haat,” 
one of the men answered, in reply to our 
questions. 

“Haat” | asked, “What is i?” 

“The weekly market,” he answered, “It 
is about half a mile from here.” 

"We are here to buy saris for our Debri 
festival, " said a young Santhali girl 

“How far is your village?” I asked. 

“Behind that hill,” the girl pointed to a 
hill in the distance, on the other side of the 


river, j 








Santnal 


I was surprised 


| ‘The hill was a few 
| 4 | t miles away! 
“You have walk- 


ed that distance for a haae" 1 asked. 





















“What distance?” the girl's teeth 
sparkled against the darkness of her 
glowing face, "We left our village at dawn 


and walked, and now we're here!” 

Since shops are rare in most Santhal 
villages, the people do most of their buying 
and selling in the haats, or village markets 

Just then, we saw a cart laden with 
bamboo and cane baskets drawn by two 
buffaloes, cross the river. A few Santhals 
laden with bamboo handicrafts were 
crossing the river on foot. That’s when T 
decided that I would go to the haat too. 









‘t was almost noon when we reached the 


baat, But the market was not yet in full 
ouwdeeee 

















earn a few rupees, were 

being cheated out of 

their money. But 

most of them looked 

pleased with their 
‘bargains’! 

I strolled past 


swing. I was amazed to see 
the endless rows of stalls 
that sold almost every- 
thing — from shining 
brassware to plastic 
Shrill voices were 
screaming out their 
wares everywhere. \ stalls that sold 
Soon, the is ready-made 
crowd swelled. e3 { garments, and 
It was thick 4 3 books. Handi- 
with buyers Wy crafts made by 
and sellers. 7 Santhals caught my eye. 
There were There were dolls, masks 
many non-tribal visitors to the baat too. and household utilities, 
Bright eyed Santhali girls, their thick hair made from cane, bam- 
oiled, and with flowers in them, and young boo,palm leaves and 
Santhal men, their dhotis wrapped around painted wood, The 
their waists, were walking around, drinking Santhals were very 
in the excitement of the market-place. friendly, and were eager 
to sell at prices that would 
Tt largest crowds were around the send shivers of glee down 
colourful sari stalls. G city-bred spines. 
Santhali women triumphantly carried away A sweet stall selling 
saris they had bargained for. Beautiful glass namkwens, ladoos, jelabis 
bangles and eye-catching lace ribbons were and barfis came next. 
on sale too. Here too, there were scenes of Then came the blacksmith 
giggling Santhal girls ‘outwitting’ the shop- stalls selling pickaxes, 
keeper, who clutched his forehead, for shovels, spears, arrows 
having given away his goods at ‘cost’ price! _and hunting instruments. 
But the truth was that these simple Santhil A group of young Santhals 
girls were paying much swere looking at these with 
more than necessary for 
cheap, ordinary goods. 
These Santhals, who — 
work hard in fields, 
dig wells, carry 
headloads of mud, 
break stones, etc. to 


"Salty mocks 


















7 


keen interest. Today, theit 
forests with their wild 
animals are gone. But the 
young Santhals still fancy 
themselves hunters! One 
young man bent to pick up 
a few arrows. 





hen came the 

vegetable stalls 
id grocery stalls. 
The air was rich 
with the smells of 
ripe bananas, 
papayas, and 
spices. Fish,egas 
and chickens 
were being sold 
too. One stall 
even sold ant’s 










eggs, that were 
used as bait for 
fishing with a rod and 
a line.One Santhal 
woman bought these eggs 
on a leaf, and handed it over 
to her young son. And hold 
your breath, the boy actually 
began to eat them! 

Ants’ eggs are a Santhal delicacy, 
\d are harvested from the hills with great 
difficulty. They are believed to have 
‘medicinal value too, for colds and coughs. 





Jive now to o clock, The baat was 
high in sounds and smells. A group of 
wandering musicians were singing Tusw 
songs.One of them was beating a dbolak, 
and another was playing a flute. 

A witch doctor had spread a worn-out 
mat on the ground. On it were bottles of 
medicines, oils, roots, barks of trees, beaks 
















of hombills, teeth, horns and toe-nails, 
of several animals. The man was making 
a speech before a small crowd. His 
medicines, he said, would cure you of 
all the diseases in the world immediately + 
‘The Santhals were nowhere near him. 
It was the non-tribal villagers who were 
listening to him wide-eyed! 
Suddenly, we smelt an over- 


powering stench. Some Santhali 
women were sitting in the / 








shadow of a leafy mango tee, 
selling handiya or rice-liquor, in 
huge earthern pots. The Santhals 
are heavy drinkers. One old man, 
downed the last of his drink, and nodded 
morosely at us. 








white mobile van standing at the end 

of the baat, was blaring out a popular 
Hindi film song. Suddenly, the song stopped, 
and a loud voice boomed, “The wages of 
sin is death! Christ Jesus came into the world 
to save sinners.” 

Atal, handsome missionary wearing long 
white robes, was preaching his religion! A 
small crowd flocked to the van to hear the 
‘sahib’ preach, A dark Santhal in white robes 
too, was standing near the van, distributing 
brightly coloured booklets. 








Tt" nearly five in the evening. The baat 
was emptying fast. Suddenly, an old 
woman burst into tears. 
“T've lost all my money!" she wailed. 
“What's the matter?” I asked a man 
standing next to her. 


She came to the baat with a two-rupee 
oumoerer® 








note tied to the end of her 


sari," the man replied, 
“But somebody has stolen 
the money!" 

"Stealing was unheard 
of here,"mumbled an old 
man. 

1 felt a little ashamed, 
for such crimes are surely 
imported from our cities 
and towns. 1 felt sorry for 
the woman. 

Soon, the long shadows 
of the evening set in. The 
sun was getting low, and 
the crowd thinned out. 
‘The baat was over! 

There will be another 
like it, next week. Would 
you like to visit it? 


SUKHENDU 
DUTTA 


IT RAPPENED TO ME 


his amazing incident hap- 

pened to us in a place 
called Kabini. Kabini is a 
beautiful place 80 kms from 
Mysore. They take us into the 
forest in jeeps to see animals. 


On the first day, we saw many 
animals. 
The next day, we drove to the 


riverside hoping to see 
something. Suddenly, a tusker 
charged at us from nowhere. My 
mother pushed my friend 
Amulya and me to the bottom 
of the jeep. The driver reversed 
in a hurry, and stopped as far 


‘away as possible from the 
elephant. 

That's when my father 
spotted a little hole in the 
elephant’s ear. He pointed it out 
tous. 

“Most probably,” said my 
father, “a poacher must have 
shot at the elephant and hit its 
ear. You know elephants never 
forget. Maybe that's why this 
elephant attacks any human it 
sees...” 

Maybe... But itis an incident 
Tl never forget. 


Deepti Hari, Std. VII, 
Cluny Convent H.S., 
Bangalore, 
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py LATTE SINTER 


T thought of my tte sis, 
Whom I really miss, 
For she always gives me a Kiss! 


She is atways hungry, 
‘And is very quickly angry 
She loves to talk, 

+7 But hates to walk! 


Sire can took sweet and pretty, 
But can also be naughty 

She draws many sketches 

And creates different faces! 


Charuta Deshpande, aged 12, 
JE.S. Akola School, Akola. 


he night was very cold. 
Inspite of it, many people 
were out on the streets 
celebrating. It was the eve of the 
New Year 
Thousands of coloured electric 
bulbs and luminous sodium vapour 
lamps seemingly closed their eyes. 
A cock crowed, and it was the 
morning of the New Year. 
From a nearby shopping com- 
plex, a loudspeaker blared out 
cinema music. A posh new store 





















was being inau- 
gurated by the 
city Mayor in that 
complex, 

‘The entire area was deco- 
rated with balloons, festoons, 


flowers, flags and lots of glit- 
tering hangings. Guests were 
received and comfortably seat- 
ed. They were served soft 


drinks, tea and coffee, and 
snacks in paper plates. A 4 
specially raised ‘pandal’ 
accommodated all of them. 
Before they were seen off, 

the owner or his emplo- 

yees presented them 

with a beautiful 

calendar or a small 

bouquet each. 





Ihe news of 8 
the inau- EERIE 
guration spread like wild-fire. The 
neighbourhood children rushed to 
the spot, for they had heard that 
New Year calendars were being 
given away. Each one wanted a 
calendar for themselves. 
‘The shop-owner and his men 
welcomed the children with wide, 
friendly smiles, They gave each 


one of them a calendar. They gaye-—— 





away handfuls of toffees too. 

Raju lived in the nearby slum. 
When he came to know about the 
calendars, he wanted one for 
himself too. But he simply did not 
have the courage to step inside the 
portals of the shop. 


aju stood uncertainly on the 
pavement outside the shop. 
Suresh, a classmate saw him, 

“Raju, why are you standing 
outside? Hurry up, and get a 
calendar," He showed Raju his 
beautiful calendar, 

Abhilash, Rakesh, Ahmed, and 
many others were coming out from 
the store. In their hands were 
calendars and toffees. They urged 
Raju to go inside the store and get 
acalendar and some toffees too. All 
of them were members of the local 
cricket team, Raju was in the team 
too. 

Raju finally mustered 
enough courage, and stumbled 
towards the store. 

He somehow entered the 
shop and asked the sales- 
man for a New Year calen- 
dar, The salesman did not 
hear him. 

Another employee 
spotted the boy and flew 
toa rage. 

“You there! What do you 
want?” he yelled at Raju? 

Raju asked for a calen- 
dar. The owner heard him 
this time. 

“How dare you come in?” 
he shouted, “Get out!” 


ng} 












Raju’s heart beat fast with 
shame and embarrassment. He 
went out. Not far from the store, 
Raju saw the other boys gathered 
under atree. ‘They were examin- 
ing each other's calendars, and 
laughing and talking. 

‘They saw Raju come out, and 
called out tohim, But Raju ignored 
them, and quietly walked away, 

“What's wrong with him?” 
Suresh wondered. ‘Then Ajit came 
running out of the shop towards 
them. He had seen what had hap- 
pened to Raju. And he told the gang 
about it. 

It. was the second day of the New 
Year. Raju had just got up from the 
mattress spread on the mud floor, A 
streak of light crept inside the hut 
through the small window. It was 
still dark inside the hut. 

But even in that small patch of 
light, Raju’s eyes caught sight of 
several rolled-up paper sheets. He 

lifted them one by one in his 
hands and examined them. 
}) They were calendars. There 
were six of them! 

He remembered the 
previous day's incident in 
the shop, and wonder- ed 





Then, — realization 
dawned on him. 
What good friends he 
had! He opened the 
calendars out, one by one, 
and sat looking at them, 
as the morning sun rose 
in the sky. 
KATTALL 
LAKSHMANAN 





Sketch with Squares? 






























































poccececcnn POETRY ~---~-~==--~~ 








The fish is the queen of water, 
Its life is in water, 

If we touch it, 

{t will be afraid. 

{f we take it out, 

{t will die. 


N. Umamaheshwaran, aged 8, 
Bombay - 421 202. 





- RECIPE 





You noed 
250 gms potatoes 
1 green chilli, chopped fine 

I thsp, chopped coriander leaves 
L tsp. chilli powder 

1" piece ginger, chopped Fine 

A pinch of turmeric 

Salt to taste 

Six slices of bread 

oll 





How to make it 
Boil, peel and mash the potatoes, Add 
all the other igredients to it, except the 
bread and the oil. Knead well into a fine 
mixture. Spread on one side of each bread 
slice. Coat the bread slice with flour of 
bread crumbs, if the potato mix is sticky 
Heat oil in a shallow frying pan. Fry 
the toast on both sides tll golden brown. 
Serve hot with chutney of tomato sauce 








Sangeetha R. Kumar, aged 12, 
Cochin - 682 018, 






POETRY Tiove my cosy home, 
| wait for second Saturdays, 





I wait for national bandhs, 


\ i ff i | wait for every Sunday, 
}) 
| ae 
Just to be at home. 





I welcome rainy days, 
















welcome every holiday, 
To be in my sweet home, 
To sleep from nine at night, 


To nine ‘the next 
_, moming. 
In my classroom I 
think of home. 
Inthe playground, 

I think of home. 

On my way home, 

I think of home. 
The love, the 
comfort, the glory of 
‘ home?" 


My home, the best in the 
i world. 























‘ 
A\ averisements popu- 
larly called ‘Ads’ give us infor- 
mation and amusement. Adver- 
tising is a way of speeding infor- 
mation to promote business. We 
are so used to them that itis 
difficule to imagine a world 
without ads. We hear them on 
the radio, we see them on LV. 
and cinema, and read them in 
newspapers and other maga- 
zines. We sce them displayed as 
wall-posters in prominent places. 
Advertising actually began long, 
long ago. 
When a man brings articles 
produced by him to the market 
and stands there shouting his 
wares, he is actually advertising 
his products. Long before print- 
ing was invented, traders would 
make signs on the walls to call 
attention to their products. Mer- 
chants hung out signs with pic- 
tures of the articles they sold, as 
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away of advertis- 
ing. ‘The town crier was 
also used, to advertise pro- 

ducts in the olden days. 


AXavertising as we know 

now, began with the invention of 
the art of printing. 

‘Posters’ are so named be 

cause they contain messages that 
are posted for people to se 
Most of the posters call atten- 
tion to a product, an event or a 
service. Thus they act as adver- 















tisements. With the develop- 
ment of the printing press in the 
15th century, it became possible 
to make several copies of the 
advertisement quite easily 
Some of them were distrib- 
uted by hand and were called 
‘Hand Bills’. The others were 

pasted on fences and walls. Ae 
small poster advertising a certain 
religious book, was printed by 
William Caxton in 1480. 











With the invention of 
Lithography in 1796, it became 
possible to add colours and pic 
tures to the typed matter. With 

the coming of the newspaper, 
advertisements developed from 
just an announcement about 
something, to an argument and a 
suggestion to promote sales of 
the product. The product adver- 
tised was shown as “The Best’, 
with convincing rea- 
sons. Weekly papers 
as early as 1650, had 
several advertisements 
forcoffee, chogolates, 
etc. In June 1666, The 
‘London Gazette had a 
supplement devoted 
bur 








Today, sdvenising 
has become a science 
as well as an art. Re- 





wort 


ADVERTIS! nG 


search is done, studies and sur- 
veys are undertaken to learn 
about tastes, likes, dislikes and 





other preferences of the consum- 





ers. “The ‘ads’ are tested, so as to 
get maximum returns for the 
money spent. 


Psychologists, writers, at- 

ists, models and photographers 
are involved in the making of an 
advertisement. Television is the 
latest and most powerful mass 
media —after radio. ‘The impact 
is maximum, as the consumer 
not only hears about the product, 
but can also see it. Crores of 
rupees are being spent in ads 
today. And modelling has be- 
come an exciting profession too. 


VEENA RAMANI 











EXPERIENCE 





AAR PRAY 


his happened about a year 

and a halfback. It was our 
library period in school. Each 
student chose the book he or she 
wanted, and began to read. One 
of my classmates had chosen an 
old issue of Gokulam to read. In 
it, was an article on the south- 


Indian custom of taking an oil 
bath on special occasions. The 
bell rang. Library period was 
over, and it was the lunch-break. 

he boy who had read 

Gokulam came upto me and 
asked, “I read in Gokulam that 
south Indians have oil baths on 
special occasions. Don't you find 
it a costly and messy process?” 

I was totally speechless, I 
didn't know what he meant, Then 
Irealized—he thought we poured 
buckets of oil on ourselves, as if it 
were plain water! 

‘Than I explained to him, that 
‘one applies oil only over one’s 
head and body, and washes it 
away with water and soap. You 
see, he was a North-Indian, and 
he had no idea of what an oil-bath 
was! 


Annaswamy Arti Kishore, 
aged 12, 
Baroda H.S., Baroda. 





Q: What do you call a 
bee born in May? 
A: Amaybe! 


Q: 


Statue of Liberty stand in New York? 
‘A: Because it cannot sit! 






To find Pluto. 


jecause it is preying! 


hy did Mickey Mouse go into space? 


Why does a tiger knee! before it springs? 


Why does the 





R. Suprema, Madras - 600 033. 


Stories from ou Readers 


“nH "an go Sma 
UP AY 8 ie ors ws 


small same secon’: 
| "UE! 
| 
| 


| exciting! Her house was just wo lanes away 
from Rupa's house, The house was not 
big, but i had a contented air about it 
‘Soon, it was 2.45 pum, Rupa bid her mother goodbye and raced 
along to Suman aunts house, She rang the doorbell 

















Grn terreno depen Sap.oecad ne doe 
‘Rupa! You've come along to'play’ with mom,eh?” she asked 

inva rather bored tone, 

"Yes" Rupa answered breathlessly "Is she home?” 

'No, she's gone to Maya aunty’s house to return the cook- 

book she borrowed from her last week. She'll be back soon, 

‘Come inside and sit down. 

Rupa went in and sat down, 

""You want water?” Sanjana asked, raising her eyebrows 
and looking a lite superior. 

"Yes" replied Rupa,"But teacher says that if you drink 
cold water after vigorous exercise, you'l get asthma. And 
‘who wants to get asthma?” 

Rupa was trying to make friends with Sanjana 

"Yeah, | know. | have asthma,” said Sanjana gloomily 














EXPERIENCE 
Carelessness! 
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“Do you?” asked Rupa in a surprised tone, 
must be getting attacks at night too, like my mom: 


Sanjana yawned and nodded. 
*Sanjana akka, you know. today in school. 
“Do you read Archie comics! 

‘get you a couple of digests to read.” 

‘She went into a room, got a couple of books, and gave 
them to Rupa 

Just then, Suman aunt returned, wiping her perspiring 
forehead with a hanky. 

“Oh, Rupa!” she exclaimed, “Hello! Sorry you had to 
wait for me. Maya aunty was making jellies. | waited to see 
how they were done, for they were 
delicious. Then Seema aunty dropped 
in and we chatted for sometime.” 

“Oh, youre tired aunty.” Rupa 
said come some other time.” 


Soren ae 
geetha, 2 seven-year 
‘ld neighbour dropped in 
at Rupa’s house. 

“She's an irritating 
creature.” Rupa thought. 

“Rupa aunty!” San- 
geetha said, "Ive come to 
play with your video games.” 

“Thats. hat Rupa hated — 
Sangeetha calling her ‘aunty’ 
‘She had told Sangeetha net to 
‘all her aungy. but it was of no 
use. And another thing she 
bated about Sangeetha was 
her habie of borrowing her 
video games. 

‘And once, when Rupa 
was studying for her 
‘exams, she had even 
brought her friend 
along to play video 
ames with her. 

“A pesewillabways , 
bea pest” muttered \. 
Rupa. “Ane a pest’s 
friend will be a pest 





Rupa began. 
jana interrupted, ll 


























Dusoeren 

















he went into her room to find Sangeetha 
playing with her video games as ifit were 
hers! 

She took her science book and preten- 
ded to study. Sometime later, Sangeetha got 
bored with the video games and looked 
around the room, Suddenk, her face brighten- 
‘ed,and pointing to the vaccuum cleaner.she 
asked,"Auney! Can | play with that big car?” 

Rupa knitted her eyebrows and wrinkled 
her nose as if Sangeetha'’s words had a bad 
smell about them. How silly can the git 
be? 









“Well no!” she answered,"And that’ not 


2 ear, Its a vaccuum cleaner.” 
Rupa turned to the book, 





GGT ec pa wt ca” she was 
pointing to Rupa's precious Barbie 
doll safe inside the showease. 

“No!” replied Rupa, “And if you don't 
want to play with those video games, go 
ome” 

“Boo hoo!” Sangeetha began to ery her 
mouth wide open hike a whale’. 

Rupa somehow ended the evening gving 
Sangeetha a bar of her favourite chocolate 
oat 

Night. Rupa lay in bed thinking of 
Sangeetha, Then, suddenly, a thought 
‘crossed her mind, 

Probably Sajana regarded her, just as 
she regarded Sangeetha, Childish irritating 
and naughty. Rupa turned to one side, 
‘inking Sarjana wil find somebody her age 
ingeresting. She probably finds meirrtatng. 
Nowonder she tries to ignore me and avoid 

She smiled at the thought. Moments 
later, she was fst asleep. 

Nateshan Bhumika, aged 12, 
Ponda, Goa. 
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We all know that many animals like. the 
dog, elephant and cow, are faithful to their 
masters. The dog, is well-known for its 
devotion to man. Even the 
tree, protects and shelters 
man, when he is in need. 

But man hardly has 
a reputation for 
faithfulness. He 
is selfish 
the core. He 
does not 
hesitate 





































even the tree, that has 

done so much service to 
him. Let me tell you a 
story to illustrate that 
point... 


nee upon a time, a hunter 

was roaming the forest 
looking for prey. A tiger spotted 
him, and began to chase him. 
very 


clambered 


up the first 
gee that he 
{shw.And on that tree, was a 


bear, 
“O bear,” said the desperate hunter, 
“Spare my life! I want to escape that tiger.” 
The bear was a kind-hearted soul. 
“Don't worry,” it said, “I will not harm 
you. And I'll protect you from the tiger 
below.” 


ours passed. The tiger did 
not budge from below the 
tree.Secure now, the hunter 
ested his head on the bear's 
lap and slept. 
‘The tiger smiled at the 
bear. 

“You and I are animals 
that prey upon others,” it 
said, “Why are you 
protecting that man? He's our enemy. He 
will not hesitate to kill us, if he had the chance.” 

















“He's come to me for protection, "said 
the bear, “And I cannot abandon him. I 
will not allow you to harm him.” 





ye 


kid 


S ome time later, the hunter woke 
‘up. The bear now felt sleepy. It rested its 
head on the hunter's tap and slept. 
“O hunter,” said the tiger, “The bear is only 
waiting for me to leave, to pounce on you 
and eat you up. Tell you what push him 
down from the tree. Tam hungry — Ill 
eat him flesh and leave. You may 


go free after that,” 


he hunter pushed the bear off his lap. In a flash, the bear woke 
up, and caught hold of a branch of the tree. It looked up. 

‘The hunter began to shriver. 

“Don't be frightened,” the bear said gently, “I'll keep my promise. 
Ti kill you,” 

“How foolish you are!” called the tiger from below, “He's dangerous 
and ungrateful fellow. Yet you protect him. Push him down.” 

“[ won't” said the bear, “I've made a promise, and I am going to 
keep it.” 

Defeated, the tiger strolled away in search of another prey. 


Prof, P.A. SEETHARAMAN 
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10. 


hay Gandhi 

What is the meaning of ‘Rajiv’? 
The Mc Mohan line is the 
boundary line between which 
two countries? 

Which country has never shown 
its name on stamps? 

The Bharath Rathna was 
awarded to three people in 1955, 
Who were they? 

Which is the land of Midnight 
Sun? As we allknow, Japanis the 
land of Rising Sun, 

Who was the first Indian to win 
an Oscar? 

Who said “Government of the 
people, by the people and for the 
people.”? 

Which Governer General 
introduced the English system of 
education in India? 





Which other country celebrates 
its Independence Day on 15th 
August, besides India? 

‘Ask not what the country can 
do for you, ask what you can do 
for your country."” Who said this 
in his message on assuming 


QUIZ 


+ Stamps of most countries have 
va country's name on them. 


office? 


11, Expand 
SAARC. 
12, What is 
the full 
form of 
BHU? 
13, Expand 
HM, 
14, Where 
the first 
atom 
bomb 
dropp- 





ed? 
i, Hiroshima ii, Nagasaki, i, 
Tokyo, iv. Baghdad, 


15. Indira Gandhi took over as 
Prime Minister in the year 


a, 1968, b. 1967, c. 1966, d. 1965. 
16. The Aryans came to India from 


a. Central Asia, b. South East Asia, 
c. West Europe, d. East Europe. 


Nayeemunnisa A., aged 13, 
The Community Centre Junior 
PUL, Bangalore. 











Chinmudhra offers a Savings Scheme for Children 
A Small drop makes a Ocean 





















PUSH FOR ATRACIVE& 
Each Month Rs, 50 Rs. 100 EMUNERATIVE SCHEME 
Maturity Value SUITS FOR ALL 
Deposit Ws, 250/- pm, for 
18 mons ond win Gold Hn 


SANGHA NIDHI PADMA NIDHI 
Investin 


24% PADMA NIDHI 


Fixed Deposits 
Annual interestis given. | minimum Deposits Rs. 10,000/- 
Our Salient Features Period 36 months 
Minimum Deposit Rs. 5,000/- 


Depositors are given 3% as incentive. (MUNA) Malai 
gee be eh ed 
Pensioners, Aged Poople, & Ene i!in our Simple Savings Schemes 
charitable Institutions can enjoy fullfil your needs. Period 20 months, 
1.5% as incentive, Amount monthly Rs. 500/- Pocket a 


Tilerest & Principle amount are Besaleolieet aw er leak una i 
given as Post-dated cheques the date of depost 


Chinmudra Finance find 


Investments 


112, 1st Floor, R.K. Mutt Road, 
(Opp. to Rani Meyyammai Girls 
Higher Secondary School), 
Mandaivelli, Madras - 600 028. 




















Period 24 months only. 





(Sunday Holiday) 
INMUDRA — way to your prosperity 



































CC TOP!" yelled 
Naresh so loudly, 
that his friends almost fell 


down in surprise 
“Did you see that?” he asked,"A 
black cat crossed our path. Move back 


three steps. Quick!” Moved by the 
urgency in his voice, Gopal and Arvind 
moved back hastily. Naresh heaved 2 
sigh of relief as if they had been saved 


I 





from some disaster. Gopal felt sily 
He was a practical boy with no belief 
in any kind of superstition. 

“I think | moved back four steps in 
my hurry!" saidArvind, silently laughing 
but pretending to be worried. 

“Oh, its alright. No bad luck will 
befall you.” said Naresh immediately, 
consoling his ‘worried’ friend 


IN 





Naresh was a well- 
meaning simpleton with an 
unerring knowledge and 
practice of almost every superstition 
that existed. Gopal and Arvind were 
his close friends. Inspite of mutual 
differences, the three boys were such 
{good friends that they were called, The 
Three Musketeers by their classmates, 


ne morning, their class was 

buzzing with excitement over 
the annual class skit, based on the 
legendary hero'Tarzan’. The boys were 
eager to know who would play the role 
of Tarzan, the wild muscle-man of the 
forest, with his famous yell and daring 
acrobatics. But the whole class knew 
without saying that it would almost 
surely be Thomas, since no other boy 
was as muscular as him, Naresh 
listened to Arvind’s jabberings wich 
polite interest, though he was 
thoroughly bored with the skit. Being 





of a very small and unathletic build he 
was repelled by sports of any kind. 
Naresh privately felt that the topic of 











STORIES FROM OUR READERS 





SY 
the skit should have been Shakespeare's 
"Macbeth’, and not ‘Tarzan’ 
Suddenly his eyes lit up. Seeing this, 
‘Arvind was encouraged and frenziedly 
continued his talk about “Tarzan’. But 
his hopes were dashed when Naresh 
‘excitedly picked up a pin from the floor 
proclaiming, “Find and pick up a pin, 
and you'll have luck the rest of the day!" 





triumphantly slipped it into his 
back pocket. Before Arvind 
could voice his displeasure, the English 
teacher, Mr. Fernandes walked in, He 
was the school terror, for he took 
pleasure in caning boys. He would 
swiftly enter a class and begin reading 
a lesson, regardiess of the tumult 
around him as boys rushed to their 
places and removed their books from 
their bags. He would then fire 
questions at any boy in class, and the 
unlucky boy incapable of answering, 
was in for a caning. So, all the boys 
dashed off to their desks,and frenziedly 
started pulling out their books and 
landing them on the desks with a bang, 
while he calmly, began class,"Now 
boys, we continue with lesson two 
— "Archimedes, excited by his 
discovery rushed out of the 
bath and ran naked through 
the street of Syracuse 
shouting... 

“Yaaah!" Stunned, all 
heads turned to look at 
Naresh who had cried 
‘out. He stood jerkily on 





his feet and stammered an explanation. 
But nobody listened for everyone was, 
roaring with laughter. 

“What a break from that lousy 
“Bureka’!" thought Gopal as he held his, 
sides and laughed. Arvind was in 
stitches, since he was the only one who 
realized that Naresh had hurriedly sat 
on the pin! Mr. Fernandes was laughing. 
the loudest of all. Naresh was tingling 
with shame, since he knew that his 
friends would now tease him endlessly. 
Mr. Fernandes, who was in charge of 
the class skit, wiped his tears as he 
finished laughing, 

“I believe Tarzan yelled lke that." he 
bellowed, “Naresh, please accept my 
offer, and do that yell backstage for 
Tarzan” Everyone, now green with 
envy, watched as Naresh proudly 
accepted the offer. 


G6 I) 2M tlook so smug! scolded 
D Gopal as they walked home 


that day. “You could have got a caning 
for your behaviour” 

Wiping the smile off his face, 
Naresh agreed," Mr. Fernandes sure is 
unpredictable, and | am very lucky” 

“Sheer luck!"Arvind sneered unable 
to hide his jealousy;"Luck is very fickle.” 





Apparently, some days later, 
Arvind’s words did come true. During 
a drawing competition at school. 
Naresh, one of the class artists, had 
high hopes of winning the prize. Gopal 
was painting the Durga festival fairly 
‘well,andArvind only managed to paint 
a smudgy portrait of himself. But 
‘Naresh had painstakingly worked on a 
design that was just about perfect. 

“Wow!” said Gopal, glancing at the 
design Naresh had painted, “It is just 
great!” 

“Oh no!" Naresh cried out,"Don't 
you dare paise my painting. I'm sure 
evil will befall it! Quick, touch wood 
to take away the effect of your words. 
Do it!” 

Gopal put ona bored look that said, 
“What rot” 





rodding him, Naresh took hold of 

his hand and made him touch the 
wooden desk. As he did so, the desk 
moved and a bottle of red paint fell 
‘over Naresh’s precious design. The 
boys looked on helplessly. as the paint 
slowly flowed over the paper. Since 
there was nothing he could possibly 
do now, Naresh miserably submitted 


oxtwoereet 


his painting, smudge and all, All his 
friends and classmates tried to cheer 
hhim up, but Naresh continued to feel 
dejected, Another reason for his 
feeling depressed was, that the next 
day was the annual sports day.in which 
every student had to participate. 


uch as they tried, Gopal and 

Arvind could never arouse any 
interest in sports in Naresh. Naresh 
always ended up feeling that Sports Day 
was one of the worst days in his life. 
‘And as they were walking home that 
day, all three boys were moody. 
Suddenly, Naresh started,"A crow flew 
‘over my head! An indication of 
misfortune. I'll have a head bath 
tonight!” 

“Come on Naresh, when will you 
learn?" pleaded Arvind. 

That night, Naresh’s mother rang 
up Gopal. Naresh was down with a 
terrible cold and it was feared that it 
was influenza —all hanks to his head 
bath. He would not be going to schoo! 
the next day. Gopal smited inwardly 
as he promised to inform the class 


teacher of his friend’s absence, 
knowing that Naresh was only too 
happy to miss Sports Day. 


he Sports Day was exciting. 
Arvind got the silver medal in a 
relay and was delighted. After giving 
away the medals, the painting 
‘competition prizes were given away. 

“And the first prize goes to Naresh 
Sharma of class six.” came the 
announcement. Dumb-founded,Gopal 
realized that the red colour had given 
Naresh’s design a much needed bright 
touch. 

“Why the lucky bloke!” Arvind 
marvelled. 

‘On the way home that day, both 
boys were silent. Then they suddenly 
stopped and exchanged a look. A black 
cat had just crossed their path, 
Solemnly. both of them moved back 
three steps and then continued 


walking. 


Gayatri Chandrasekhar, 
aged 16, 
Bombay - 400 019. 








‘Sisten + Rajesh, why do you always pet your 
Iwead our of the window while I in? 





ot, 
Destisr : Shop waking «face. Havent even 
vouched yoor rh 
Raju = Thsow. Bur you'se sanding on wy foot! 
1M, Sawrosh Konan, aged 15, 
‘Taipunirhurs - 682 01. 








PUPPETS 


Puppets are a very ancient form of art. They have 
been found in the ruins of many places. They were 
very popular in the micidle ages. In India, pup- 
petry has been a very common art 
form through the 








There are different kinds of 
puppets. They can be dolls, 
that are moved about by 
means of strings held above. 
These puppets are called 
marionettes. 

‘A hand puppetfits over your 
hand like a glove. By wiggling 
the hand and the fingers, you 
can make the puppet move 
and perform. 

Rod puppets are made to 










move by means of rods 
worked from below the 
puppet. The Javanese are 
famous for these kinds of 
puppets. 

Shadow puppets are 
popularin China, You cannot 
see the puppets themselves, 
but you can see their 
shadows on the wall. 
Lighting is very important for 
this kind of puppetry. 


At took centuries for man to find out that maps could hep us 
navigate the world, Gravellers had many complicated instruments to 
fielp them measure distances and figure out directions. Gyhey had to 
explore thousands of places and understand how the (and lay. 

What are maps) hey are drawings that show how a country om 
fand is made ~ coasts, 
mountains, rivers and towns = 
ave portrayed on it, “Agfobe <a 
isa round object, on which 
the earth is mapped out 

Goday, making a map is 
easier than it ever was, 
all those years ago, 

Guatellite pictures of the 
earth are verry useful in map- 
making, 








empet wox an ancien ity tha ay onthe shores ofthe E 
Naples, amie fem the fc the famous velaano, the Vesuins 
Nswos prosperous, ond rich, and wos beauty bl, A wall with 


ight goles es bil erued the 
The people lined paacelilly, Never did they desom, that the 
Vevuve dred yrs wold er 
them fore. 
sas the or 79A.D. The pope of Pompe were oing about 
ther busines usual, Theil that had seven t 


ruplin 
The people red desperatly lo escape. Met ofthe 
rein ol fine bgt fal. Thre days la 
ley buried, and no ene could make oul whe 
ssa only in 1748, thal a farmer daning iw hs sineyard come 
across lace heb cit took over and the 
«ily wa excavated bil by bal, You can goto athe runs of wha wos 


once Pomp lod 
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There are ten famous 
characters from history 
hidden in this grid 
Can you spot them? 


Sia 





MX AZYGaANODHI JI 
AUCCORNWALLItI S 
BESTALINJINQJ 
CLFSBDERHKEQI 
DPT GOFF PLOHCN 
QMRUHLGQMN RUN 
KAR DTT TROT UR A 
SNUILVZSINMNOZH 
VOHX YWMKI PPON 
WROOSEVELTNNM™ 


S. Harish Kumar, pe 
Bombay - 400 098. 
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Snakes are perhaps the 
most misunderstood 
creatures on Earth! 

eo 


.. Most, S isicas seats 


fying creatures: 

But they can 

Zp) be faseina- 
ting too, 

There 

areover 200 
3 of 

snakes in 

India, and 

about 2,500 
species in the 
world, India has 50 known species of 
poisonous anakes. But we rarely encounter 
many of them, for they are either too few, 
or are found in desolate places. Many 
poisonous snakes are harmless, because 
their venom is potent enough to kill only 
small creatures like frogs and rats, 

Four poisonous snakes — the cobra, 
the common Krait, the Russel’ viper and 
the Saw-Sealed viper — are capable of 
killing man, 












c 


spe: 





























Since time immemorial, snake-bite 











has been shrouded in superstition 
and mystery. But every snake- 
bite need not be fatal. Most bites 
are by non-poisonous reptiles. 
Many bites of even poisonous 
snakes are dry, because little or 
no venom is injected. The effect 
of a bite also depends on the 
weight and physical condition of 
the person bitten, and the place 
of the bite. 

The only cure for snake bite 
known to science, is the injection 
of antivenom. If quack remedies 
are used, the victim meets with 
a tragic end. 


Mhay fancy 


ideas about 
snakes are preva- 
lent in our, 
society. The most 
widespread is the belief that some 
snakes carry precious stones on 
their heads, which have magical 
properties. The abject poverty of 
snake-catchers gives lie to this 
belief. For, if precious stones 
could be found on snakes, snake- 
catchers would be as rich as 


maharajas! 

Another belief is that snakes 
seek revenge — kill a snake, and 
its mate will come and kill you. 
This is utter nonsense, Revenge 
is purely a human emotion. 

The snake charmer has spun 
another myth around his flute — 
that the snake dances to its lilting 
tune, But snakes have no ears. 
‘The snake is actually responding 
to the waving of the flute. 


Thaere are many more 
ridiculous tales told 
Sg) aboutsnakes. Perhaps 

snakes are the most 
misunderstood 
creatures on Earth! 
# The truth is, 
that snakes are 
Av man’s most im- 
portant friends. By preying on 
rats which eat up twenty percent 
of our food production and spread 
deadly diseases like plagues, 
snakes do an invaluable service 
to mankind. 








\VELAYUDHAN 





PUZZLE 


FIND OUT! 


Yeu ave filth lank with wads tht sound 
sir to the fist word in th setters, bt have 
Gifete spins ed metros. 

1, See there is the 

2 Tinkefre you buy 2 — 

4. Weekend ply make ww ——! 








2a IRON (PHA CE URLL (ERS 
WaAMSNV 











4. Met people who dot xt —— 
5. Wherever you go, ——a good dress 


V. Saiprasad, Std. IV, 
St. Xavier School, 
Bhopal. 





FUN PAGES 





PCOZZL. 


Who am I? 


FOOD - If I change my first 
letter, I become fair to you 

PULL - If you change my 
second letter, I become a word 
that means election. 

WAGE - Ifyou change my third 
letter, I get you up from bed 











SD. vou neces: 

pene | 6 cobs of corn 
2 cups milk 

Ca -) 3 onions 


1 clove garlic 
A Sem. piece 
ginger 
1 cup cream 
Salt to taste 
Ground pepper 
to taste 
How to make 
% it 





Slice the corn 






RECIPE 


FLOOR - If you change my 
fourth letter, I change into a 
cooking powder. 

MISTER - If you change my 
second letter, I become a small 
boy. 


V. Saiprasad, aged 9, 
St. Xavier School, Bhopal. 
Ansicer om page 158 





on cobs into three parts. Place 
ina container and pressure cook 
for fifteen minutes. Then 
remove the corn kernals from 
the cob with a knife. Keep aside 
a handful of corn kernals for 
garnishing at the end. 

Grind the rest of the corn into 
a smooth paste. Chop the 
onions, garlic and ginger. Bring 
toa boil with the corn paste and 
four cups of water. Add milk, 
salt and pepper powder to taste. 

When the mixture has 
boiled to a fairly thick paste, 
pass it through a sieve to 
strain it 

Add cream, garnish with 
corn kernals, and reheat, 
before serving. 





Nanditha S. Ram, aged 11, 
Carmel Convent School, 
Bangalore. 





My good of granny, 
Has come fram oun home 

town, 
‘Though short n height, 
She ts 2 good type 


Ste cooks my fooowsite 
dishes, 

Spicy and delicious 

When am in bed, 

She sits by my head, 


sie 


> a 


POETRY 


And tells me tales 


As festivals come near, 
Fowait for granny dear, 
To make ie bly anal 
Of, D am s0 bucky, 

To have such a granny! 


‘Bhaona Racherla, aged 1, 
St. Ann's HS, Seounderaboad. 





\ 
io 
















day sounds that most of us 
will not register, will carry a 
great deal of useful infor- 
mation to a sightless 
person, Blind children are 
able to play even fast 
moving games like soccer 
and cricket, when they 
use special balls which 
contain a bell inside. 
Bats have very poor 
sight, but rarely ever 
collide with any 
obstacle during their 
flights. ‘They use n 
sound-location system, 
to avoid obstacles in the 
i. They send out 
pulses of sound at the 
rate of 50,000 cycles per 
second, A human ear 
can hear only 20,000 
cycles per second. 


MOC 
ELI! 


B= people usually have Frequencies beyond this limit are 














‘one advantage over those known as ‘Ultra sonics’, These 
whocan see—theirsuper ultra sonic pulses get reflected 
sensitive sense of hearing, Every- from the various objects around, 


NEWS 


and the batis able to interpret the 
size, shape and depth of the 
obstacle, ete. 


his principle is now being put 
to use to help blind people 
‘see’. Sound waves are emitted by 
an ultra-sonic torch — similar to 
the system that the bat uses. This 
torch looks like an ordinary torch, 
but is double barrelled. The 
transmitter sends out the pulses 
and the receiver picks up the 
returning echoes, filters them 
through circuits, converts them 
into audible bleeps and passes 
them on to the ear-phones. 

A person holding this torch can 
pointit ahead ofhim and scan the 
area for any obstacle upto a range 
of twenty-five feet. If-there are 
no bleeps heard in the ear-phones, 
the road is clear. E 

If echoes are heard, the blind 
person assumes that there are 
objects ahead. Closer obstacles 
produce faster successive bleeps, 
in a different pitch from those 
produced by a distant obstacle. 
With a little practise, a blind 
person can lead a near-normal 
life, without needing a constant 
companion. Experienced ope 
tors of this torch can distinguish 
grass from bushes, and trees from 
posts, 








t present, the ultra-sonic 

torch requires a shoulder bag 
to carry the batteries, cables for 
the power supply, a ear-phone and 


aumoceer’ 


the torch. But rapid progress is 
being made in streamlining the 
‘equipment and making it smaller. 
Before long, the whole system 
could perhaps fit into a pair of 
spectacles! 

‘The transmitter and the power 
supply with all the circuits, would 
be packed in the bridge-piece 
above the nose. The sending and 
the receiving sensors would form 
the ‘lenses’, of this special 
spectacles. The filtered audible 
bleeps would be passed through 
the earpiece. The wearer can 
scan his surroundings as natu- 
rally as a person with sight. He 
can just turn his head in the 
direction he wants to scan, and 
move his head up or down. He 
will be really independent and 
inconspicuous at last! 





K.R. VISALAKSHI 



























y, 
oh EXPERIENCE 
ny was back from school today at twelve noon, be- 
Ra cause it was report card distribution day, as well as 
the day for the PTA. My mother, who works as a 
teacher, was still at her school. She was to attend the 
PTA meeting there, and come home at about two o'clock. 
Thad my lunch and settled down for a nap. But 
WY then, I decided against it, for I remembered that the 
house had to be cleaned. 
I decided that I would clean up the house, and sur- 
$82 B ise my mother, for the maid had taken the week off. 





lhe vessels were already washed by my mother in 

Bhalla AL the morning. So I dusted the whole house, made 

GEA beds, sept tne rooms and wiped the fore, The 

whole house was sparkling clean! 

‘At around 2.45, I made some tea and snacks for my 

mother. Then I went out into the balcony to await her 

>= return home. In about twenty minutes, I saw her fa- 

miliar figure approaching the house. I opened the door 

=r to let her in, As soon as 

she entered the house, 

she saw how clean itwas, 

and gave me a hug. I 

made her sit down, and 

P) broughther a cup oftea 
and some snacks, 

A look of gratitude 

washed over her face, 

“My daughter has 

really grown up,” she 








remarked with a smile. 
1 felt so happy. 


Anusha Ramanujam, aged14, 
Air Force Golden Jubilee Institute, 





the church as a sinful pastime. Soon, many 
folktales grew, about people who were Fotleates 
turned to stone because they had danced. charms and secrets for 

In 1075, an account was written about a curing the possessed. The 
miracle in a German village. It grew into a sroup of dancers goto each 
legend called ‘The Dancers of Kolbeck’. Many house in the village, 
people say that itis a true story. . 

Sixteen peasants held a dance on ¢,ncuoPot 
Christmas Eve, instead of attending 
Mass. The priest asked them to stop, 
but they would not listen. 

“May you dance for a whole year; 
the priest cursed them, in anger. And 
that's what they did, through summer, 
winter and rain, despite hunger and 
thirst. They danced continuously, and 
their shoes never wore out. 

‘When one girl's father tried to drag 
her away, her arm broke off, but she 
continued to dance. 

A year later, they were freed from 
the curse. Four of the dancers dropped 
down dead. The rest wandered away, 
to other cities and 
countries, telling their 


story wherever they A 
went! 


Hereis an account 
about a dance call- 


i: medieval times, dancing was bannedby _ COVER STORY 
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ed the Calus, from 
Romania. When 
winter changes into \_ UU 
warmer weather, little fruits begin 


appearing on trees, and spring makes ,/ f / 
its appearance. But this is supposed to NULBDE iN 
bea time when spirits visit their former = 

homes. So people never climb trees, clean the dancing and singing, and 
house, have a bath or do farm work, for fear re given gifts, food, etc. 
thata spirit would possess them. Andtheonly When they come across 
cure, if one got possessed, was supposed to be person possessed, they 
the Calus dance. dance around her and ‘cure’ 

Seven, nine or eleven men perform adance. her! 
‘They are lead by a chief, who knowns all the  Complied by SANDY 


concn [45] 

















ar Editor, 
I completely agree with V. Shree 
Vidya (October " We should 
be proud of our country and should 
keep it clean. We feel good when we 
see our houses looking spic and span. 
In the same way, if India looks clean, 
we will feel good too. I have lived in 
Kerala for eleven years and I find Trichur 
(where | lived) much cleaner than 
Madras. | agree that Madras is a big 
city but we can also also try to keep it 
clean. 











Aarti Krishnan, aged 13, 
Rajaji Vidyashram, Madras. 


Dear Editor, 

J | completely agree with V. Shree 
Vidya. We praise other countries for the 
facilities there, but we do not realise that 
even if we are provided with those 
facilities, we are too lazy toutilise them 
correctly and efficiently 
When asked what one speaks at home, 
one proudly says, ‘English’, and is 


ashamed to reveal his or her mother 

tongue. The one and only question, ! 

put forth to every Indian is, ‘Is it a 
shame to be an Indian?” 

Chaithra Lakshmanan, aged 14, 

Sri Aurobindo Memorial H.S., 

Bangalore, 





Dear Editor, 

1 agree with V. Shree Vidya. We 
Indians do not care about keeping our 
country clean. We are only bothered 
about ourselves. Remember, every bit 


EWPOINT 


of paper we pick up and throw into the 
dust-bin, makes a difference. 

Pooja Hegde, aged 10, 

Frank Anthony Public School, 

Bangalore. 


Dear Editor, 
Pollution has become a widespread 
problem. The very air that we breathe 
is polluted. Marine life has been affec 
ted by water pollution. Our fore-fathers 
definitely lived a healthier life than ours. 
R. Subramanian, 
Vasai. 





Dear Editor, 
Traffic has become uncontrolable in 
‘most major cities. It takes such a long 
time to commute from one place in the 
city to another. 
Ihave come to the conclusion that its, 
easier and faster to walk, than to travel 
in any vehicle. 
Ramya R, aged 13, 
Carmel H.S., Bangalore. 








or your precious Little gitl. 


A special plan for the girl child up to 5 years of age. 








c ] HIGHLIGHTS ( 1 
s Minimum investment of 8.1500 birth of ehld may become 
and in multiples of Rs. 600 Rs. 21,000 in 20 years. Quantum of 
thereafter. No upper limit. growth depends on age at entry 
a ei ‘= Date of maturity will be 
‘Any Incieioaa), sate geet. calculated from the date of 


central govt., trust, society, 
corporate body can invest for a 
il child of up to 5 years of age. 


acceptance of the application. 
‘= Bonus dividend may be declared 

periodically and will be payable 
f= Investment of Rs. 1500 made at ‘on maturity. 
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Dear Grandma Worm, 

T have just finished college, 
and have recently got a job in a 
g00d office. But this has created 
a problem for me. I used to 
watch a lot of T.V., and had 
become an addict. Now that lam 
working, I don’t get time to 
‘watch television. I feel 
distressed, and feel 

that Ihave lost some- 
thing precious. I 
don't feel cheerful 

at all, Is this a 
major problem? 


ik 


N. Vinod, " 
Bangalore - 560 008. 
Dear Vinod, 
It could become a major 
problem if you allow it to. It's 
good that you've got a job 80 
soon after college. Try to think about 
your work and your office more often. 
Don't switch on the TV as soon as you 
go home. Give yourself time to relax, 
have a wash maybe, and then face the 
tube, 
You don't need me to tell you that 





How do I 
get rid of it? 





TV is good in small 
doses only. Iwateh 
itonly when there « 
is a programme I 
like, and I have * 
the time fort, So. 
develop aninter- 
est outside th 
house. Get toge- 
ther with some 
friends and play 
some game every even- 
ing. Pick up some maga- 
zines and books and try to 
develop the reading habit. It 
will definitely snap you out of your 
TV mania. 

And let me tell you, you have not 
lost anything precious. On the other 
hand, you've gained a job, a new 
life, and more time to do other 
things. 









, 


, 
' 





Dear Grandma, 

I study in a village 
English School. Though it 
is good for students to talk 
in English, no one really 


ouble 


does it. Everyone talks in Tamil. 
I speak English during all other 
periods except the Tamil period. 
Tam the secretary of the Tamil 
Association in the school too. I 
have a lot of friends in school, 
some are my class-mates, others 





t, 


in different standards and sec- 
tions. But they don't like it if I 
speak in English, and are angry 
with me for doing so. Many of 
my friends don’t talk to me too. 
My family does not speak 
English, and I want to develop 
my fluency in that language. 

What do I do? 
D. Belson. 


Dear Belson, 

You do have a problem. In many 
city schools, itis considered infra-dig 
to speak in Tamil, or your mother 
tongue. Here, the reverse seems to be 
true 

Tquess you have to try and explain 
to your friends in Tamil, that you 
want to speak the language to make 
yourself fluent in it, and not due to 
‘any hind of ‘showing-off’. Continue 
to be yourself, and let's hope your 
friends will understand you in time, 





radia War's pages 

Is there a teacher in your school 
who will understand your problem? 
Then you can confide in him \her and 
see if he\she can help you out. You 
can have games and discussions in 
class, in Englis 

‘Another way you can keep yourself 
in touch with the language is to read 
books and magazines 








Love, 


Grandma Worm. 


Do you have some problems| 
like Vinod and Belson have? 
If so, write to Grandma 
Worm,C/o Gokulam, 
Ekkaduthangal, Ma 
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CRY which is an acronym for Child 
Relief and You, is supporting an Asian 
Youth Centre — Second Home for 
‘the Girl Child, in Molligaipoo Nogar, 
in Advor, Macros. Shini Menon, 
‘Maloika Maria Deniz and Jonani 
‘from AMM Matriculation H.S.S,, 
Kotturpuram, Madras, visited 
the contre and came back with 
various reports. Their 
impressions. 
Shini Menon of Std IX & 
writes... 

Confort on eroyment 
is ited to only afew inthis wd, 


iis sad to see those who lack them 
‘As we entered Malgcpoo Nogo, wich 0 





slum in Madras, «loudspeaker blared out fim songs. 
Just oittle way off, was the centre forthe children 
tostudy, run by CRY. We walked through the muddy 
roads, where pope, human woste and goboge 
lay scattered around. The whole place smelt bod. 

‘Most ofthe children studying ot the centre were 
gis, 








| met Vimlo, who worked in « bungalow for a 
‘woge of Rs. 100 per month. Her fother wos a 
construction worker, who was a drunkard, and who 
spent all his earnings on drink. The teachers at the 
centre told me that Vimola was good student. 

“I want o become a doctor when | row up,” 
Vimala told me. 
| met mony other gis who were Vimola’s 

friends, ond who worked in the neorby flats 







“My brther studies na school by poying 
BS, 300 per term,” say ogi, “But | eam by 


‘We shoud not toke fr granted, the comfort 
that we enjoy in our lives, 


‘Mtge Noga is sum of ltl shocks and 
hus. The doors are cloth or plastic sheets, and 
‘people have to crawl almost to get into the huts. 
Some women and young gts were pumping water 
from a hand pump. The shallow and open drains 
were overflowing into the mud ood, 

‘We reached the Asion Youth Centre. I wos a 
finy room with o mud floor. The gits were sitting 
‘on the floor, holding slates and notebooks. There 
was o blackboard on the wall. The poor people of 


BY-HEARTING 


oe 










=A 





‘Mligcpoo Nagr donot know much, ond donot 
‘have money to spend on their children’s studies, 
The litle space thot is therein the village, is 
lloted forthe centre, 

“"T work in o house as a maid,” one 
i oid, when | asked her what she did, 
‘other than studying, 

“ily mothers bind, sod another 

it, “Andy fthe isa dunkar..”” 

“ove to study!” excloimed 0 little gi. 

* Losked the teacher how it wos to teoch these 
simple gis 

“-W'snot easy, but | do my best,” she replied, 
“enjoy teaching.” 

These gis don’t need our sympathy — they 
{ust need to know that we understand and core for 
them, 

— wites Malaika Maria Deniz of Std. IX 


[met Jaana atthe Aion Youth Centre. She 
lovesto study but herpes camo od. Many 
afte gis have the sme story to el. They love 
to study, but their parents prefer to send their 
brothers a schoo insted. 

The crn do not know the ral volves of 
‘their lives — they ore o neglected lot, If only | 
could do somthing forthe, 
its Jona of Si. Vl 





Some have the habit of by-hearting, 
‘They would forget the answer, 


if they fonget the starting! 


“They mug up their words 
Like parrots and birds, 

‘They think of only good marks, 

As they are scared of their parent's barks! 


ag? Whars fannie 
5 JSS 1¢ you only want more marks than your buddies? 
An %<S 
F Sreedevi Payyur, aged 14, Bombay - 400 025. 
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Vests 
Briefs 
Panties 


& 
T. Shirts (4 YY 


Wide range of kids wear 


DITTY HOSIERIES, PB. NO. 410,TIRUPUR. Ph : 21611 
DITTY KNITTERS, STN Road, West Mamb: 
DITTY HOSIERIES , 157 South Masi St, M: 
DITTY KNITTERS, Cubbonpet, Bangalore - 
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1) was late 
| To catch the bus at eight; 
was fortunate 


Ke last the bus reached my place 
Ata snail’ pace, 


The bus was growling 


That the bus was late. 


hi Ie is coming, 
Like a beetle that is buzzing 
| was in a hurry, 
To make an entry. 


‘side the bus were people packed, 
Like in a box where fruits were 


J came out struggling. 


ow, | wish | were 
Never to travel in a bus. 





What a mess, 

‘And what a fuss! 
Srija C.A., aged 16, 
Kendriya Vidyalaya, 


stacked. Ottapalam, Kerala. 


@ FACT FILE HOW THEY BECAME EXTINCT’ 


tr 00 Bg kag, mart Bom gt ed, pi ne hoge rina fh geet ls wr the ppd 
sano edt piste Neri, 00 eel hse rit pceshd candy scgpeed or hae 
tlhe How? Wash et femal doy helt on mide bls, een lath tes? 

Oh fey pt fwd bye ste age rnb hes pcs ight he rch oe haters ert ond 
volanic prs te pt. ther sl lr sth my le vir phd dds on ind ct 

The end othe gal ped mit hve ght xin ate exc, wih carota the urged. tht ne, 
theland ied, ed deck ple inh what wal sith option eh est. 

Iris co pas th sant be lev ein th flo, Thse i ord cry wins it hve eo ite 
gered ed uth theme cag edt — Nan 

Sten ge sts ese eo cams ond cen the quay. Ns oh pe ees en tt a od led hd 
clue ind 0 asetetin, 








wey. 


farmer was looking out for 
a reliable man to look 
after his new barn. Many 


men came to see him, but he 
found none suitable. At last a 
stranger came to meet him. 

“T ean sleep when the wind 
blows,” said the stranger, 

‘The farmer thought the 
statement strange. 

“Maybe he’s uneducated,” 
thought the farmer, “And cannot 
express himself clearly.” 

But he liked the man and 
decided to employ him. ‘The man 
looked after the barn very well, 
keeping it clean and orderly. 


On night, there was a 
storm. “The farmer 
woke up, shouting for his 
man, to check if the barn 
was safe, There was no 
reply. 

‘The farmer got out of bed 
and decided to check the 
barn himself, To his surprise 
and horror, he found the 
man fast asleep in the barn, 
He could not wake him at 
all 

The farmer ran into the 
barn. He found ‘all the 
windows secure, and his 
cattle and livestock 
comfortable. 

He returned home, pondering 
on what the man had said when 
he had came to meet him the first 
time. 

“Lean sleep when the wind 





‘STORY 
CrrED WHEN 


THE 
blows,” he had said. 

Suddenly the farmer under 
‘stood. The man had done his work 





so well, that he did not need to 
worry about it at all. 

‘That's why, he could sleep, 
when the wind blows! 


J. JOHN DORAIRAT 
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GOOD, POLL, WAKE, 
FLOUR, MASTER 








1. Lotus 
2. India and China 
3. Great Britain 
4. i. Jawaharlal Nehru 
ii, Sir M. Visveswaraiah 
ili, Dr. Bhagavandas. 
5. Norway 
6. Banu Athaiya, the costume 
désigner for the film ‘Gandhi’ 
7. Abraham Lincoln. 
8. Lord William Bentinck. 
9. South Korea 
10. John F. Kennedy 


11. South Asian Association for 
Regional Co-operation. 


12. Benaras Hindu UNiversity 
13. His Master's Voice 

14. Hiroshima 

15. 1966 

16. Central Asia 
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AUGUST GATHERING 
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S” Children of today are the kings of tomorrow, 
F Today's children. noact to what is written & published, 
Today's chitdren have debinit opiion aud they have the 
wild te. decide, 
(MAKE YOUR CHILDREN’s DREAMS COME TRUE. 


Give them the most wanted one... shelter 


Come to Yesde Associated Builders Limited. } j 


We make your loved one’s dreams come trve. 






YESDE 
ASSOCIATED 
eS BUILDERS 
LIMITED 






* 2nd Floor, 26, Ranganathan St,, T. Nagar, Madras - 600 017. india 
Be, Off: 4340224/ 4340210. Res : 2344333 Fax : (044) 2344333 SB 
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(0: Wha’s wer and says ‘How do you 
1 do’ ich vimes? 
ear we ‘A: Two octopusts shaking hands! 
v0 yr 





4 @: What is the 
©} difference between 

prince andabal? 
AX Onessheirto the 
<4 throne and the 





& other Is thrown to 
D the at 


‘ ! What do 
| Asahi YOU Bet When yoy 
4 Ar eR8splosions 84” Powder 
@ What isthe difference between a nurse 
and a too? 
A: One dresses cuts while the other cuts 


dresses! 
Santosh R. Nair, Thane - 421 202. gsi / 








‘ment: 2345622; Managing Director: 245621. 
‘Annual Subscription — India: Rs. 6; Overseas : Rs. 400 (Ar Mal); Rs. 200-(Sea Mall). 
‘Half Yearly Subscription — India: Ri. 30; Overseas: Ris. 200-(Alr Mal); Fis. 100/-(Sea Mal). 





OWN a computer at home 
just for Rs. 14,900. 
Special Offer t ill 31st December '95 


Exclusively for the 
SCHOOL CHILDREN 
Age 5 to 17 





MULTI MEDIA GAMES 
EDUCATIONAL SOFTWARES 
COMPUTER BASED TRAINING ON SUBJECTS 





Offering Total Solution on Computers * 


& Communications : * 
* Bi Computers 486, 386 & Modems, LAN : 
"Gh Dot matrix & Laser Printers 2 Computer Books 7 
EX Consuttancy & Ribbon ‘ 
Ek Training — Diploma Courses Ek Diskettes,Tape Catridges , 
EX Sofware Development Eh Spares & Accessories 
« Ey Data Processing EX Computer Stationary 
ich Computer Rental i Computer Furniture 


Contact : 


BRAINS & BITS 


2-A, Prakasam Road, (Opp. Panagal Park), T. Nagar, Madras - 600 017. 
Phone : 8280746/8267677. E'Mall : Brains @ BITS. VSNB.IN Fax : 8267677 
Computer time : 24 hours, 365 days 
Individual Terminal 























Bring this advertisement for a special discount. 
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SOME MEN ARE BORN TO ENJOY THE 
EXQUISITE THING IN LIFE 


Sravesh 


Shirts & Trousers 
Only at 


41-42, Bhaiya Complex, 
286, Purasawalkam High Road, 
Madras - 600 007. Phone : 6428986 





